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8 HAVING met with a TOW 1505 ſallies on 
Hay of national Satire, we have here thrown 
hem together, not doubting but every hberal and in- 
: Piel Mind will conſider them as mere creatures of 
0 ancy, and not be influenced a moment to form a ſe- 
9 rious opinion of the People, who are the ſubje&s of 
tem, from theſe Caricatures, where every feature is 
3 diſtorted, and every blemiſh aggravated. On the con- 
iarx, he will conſider theſe as profeſſed miſrepreſenta- 
ons, where no part of the ſubject is brought into 
eu, but ſuch as may produce burleſque, and excite 
6 3 Under this qualification they may be ſafely 
Tz laughed at, and we may be entertained with the wit 
or humour of the writers, without adopting their pre- 
3 Juices, or being influenced by their invectives. 
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„ MISCELLANY POEAS. 


A SATIRICAL DESCRIPTION OF HOLLAND! 5 J 


X. Charles II. when this pigce was cvidently written. 


BY MR. N NE VE L. i. 


"Hoſe wonderful wiſe-men, nick-nam d Agdiquan 1 
Who to © hatch* maggots * brood over” old w Ore, ; 
Spoil ng paper to prove, how this and that varies, 

Bͤrioging to witneſs {ome muſty records; ; 

In all that they ſcatter | 

Oft former and latter, E 

Make only this clear, they know nought of the | 

And Eraſmus's ſtatue, or brafs Rotterdamus, nanny 

Tas more ſenſe than the beſt of the young vou can 

name us, 


5 


3 
ICY 


* This Satire is extrafted Trom- p. 170. of Mrs. 42 
« Miſcellany, being a Collection of Poems by ſeveral Han 
Kc. Lond. 168 5. vo.” In the original are ſome Chair:f - 
&c, which are here filled up by ſupplemental lines marks f 
thi 3 5 

"From the diffolute turn of thi is poem, and the ſarcaſm «i 
| Repubtic „ one can hardly believe that it was - written \ 
the famous republican Henry Neville, who had been one 
the Members of the Long Parliament, and was afterwards cor 
_ cerned with Harrington in his Rota Scheme. Yet Anthor'® 
 Woaod-clafſes him with the noted O!; iverian banterer Harr® 
Marten, and ment:ons other pieces of drollery by Herr 
Neville, who lived to the year 1694, when he died in Lo 
don, aged 74. Nor, beſides hi im, do we recollect any ora 
poet of the name ot Neville, or Nevell, during the reign Y 
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SATIRE ON THE DUTCH. SH: 
Row 1 gueſs, ſome old fellow, that 's given to poring, 
- Will wipe his backſide with my ballad in ſpite, 
Ind ſwear, I'm ſome writer delighted in whoring ; 
And a thouſand to one, but he 's in Fas right. 

vet ere he do ſo, 
I 'd have him to know, 
It is for my own ſake, not his, what I do: 
Por being by fate caſt on thore upon no land, 
m paſſing my time under water in Holland. 


Thon, not to be idle, while here I am ſwimmin 
IJ make obſervations on my fellow fiſh; 
nd weighty remarques on Antiquity bring in, 
£4 As uſeful as Camden, that 's not worth a. pich. 
The original cauſe 
Of their cuſtoms and laws, 


And whenee comes their Ts as ſure as Jack- 
: daws, * 


uch wiſdom will prove, though i it were beforc a-King 
Noc out for. a icholar, though tpoil' d in the making. 


ben firſt I obſerve, 


Men in the be Zinning 


from the French man Des Cartes 
„like Cabbages, grew : 
ou may ſay this quotation not worth a fart is, 
1 Though he knew it, as well as myſelf, to be true. 
= But when all is done, 
Leis as clear as the fun, | 
That Dutch-men had that beginning, or none 
or like pumpkims, I tell you, they grew out of bogs, 
And Icarnt their firſt words from the croaking of frogs, 
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4 {MISCELLANY POEMS. 


| Then loaſen'd at bottom aw ay they did go, 
Juſt ſuch thinking Giants, as boys make of ſnow, 


You may wonder a little, how I came to know itz © 


Should no other Nation plant men in their ſiſters, 
They could not be reckon'd among fleſh and blood; 
Nor would have more bones than our Colcheſter one 
For Dutch- men at firſt were huge bladders of mud. 2 
At the top of which lay =_ 

| Some froth of the ſea, 5 
Which harden'd to brains, as curds c come from wht A 


But wonder 's a ſign of ignorance ſtill: Z 

The records of nature, their bodies do ſhow it, 

As he, that comes hither, may Know if he * IL Y 

And perhaps too it might ; 

Prove Hobbes in the right, | 

That mankind by nature would fall to t and sigle 
For theſe things no ſooner each other did ſee, . 
But, With lobſters dan 8, they began mick and ſnee. f 


W hat love and good-nature ſome ſtrangers bring hit! 

With all their own arts, thev could never inſpire. 

For GUELT, their fole God, they would hang. 4 thee 

own father, : 

And ſtarving, if poor, w ould not make him a fre. ; 

„ firſt word they poke, Bo: 1 

Or rather did croke, | 1 9 

And their laſt too, was Gu ELT, which they chro: 

tled 1' the throat. | 

All their life time, a Bee 's not more buſie tou hone's 
Than they are for raking, and ſcraping of monev. 


SA 1 I R E O N THE DUTCH. i 

For that, or for nothing, at firſt they united: 

F 7 Religion fo talk'd of”; the icaſt of their care: 

to: A For, being too coſtle, they Popery flighted; 

. And would wiſh, might they get by oy: the Alcoran 

; 4 4 3 mere. -.- | 

= The) d count it no fin 

9 To deny Chriſt agen, 5 

As they did in Japan, fo more Guelt i it brought i in. 
heir Religion 's 's but ſcraping, their God is their pat, 

And all moral duties are center'd in felt.” 


= F s money at firſt did bring them together, 
Bs nature it keeps there a true ſtate of w ar, 
ſon would make nothing to cudgel his father, 
For ſpending more of it than comes to his ſhare. 
The huſbands and wives 
Will out with their knives, [ lives: 
And for kccping the Guelt, will ſeek cach other's 
Po they only ingender, © liKe Rounders in mud, 
And tecl no affection, only itch in the blood.” 


For, heated with brandy, they ſometimes do fumble 
| In the ſluice of that bog, call'd the belly of ſpouſe, 
here Hanſes-in-kelder with Sooterkins tumble 
| Sweet babies, like pigs, got by ſtove on their ſows: : 
For with * heater” of fire, 
They ſtir up defire, 
NY And draw out the water, or make it retire : 
7 | But for which Invention, of Ewfrow's contriving, | 
esport might be better called ſwimming than ſwiving. 
B 3 I ſtrove 


Ss MISCELLANY POEM s. 


I trove to difcover the Freedom, ſome prate on; 
But, with all my ſearching, the devil-a- bit; 


Except it be this, that a tapſter may beat one, 


That will not to an All-to-mall reckoning Gublmie 
The Schellums impoſe 


Both for victuals, and cloaths ; 


For they hate all good dretting, as Quakers do oaths. * 


Ax tor a good ſuit, if you Il wear one, you may; 
Bu: fifty Per ont. it will coſt every day. 


That tis a Republic, muſt not be forgotten, 


3 


telt in the monſtrous Exciſes they raiſe: 


Which Keeps their poor empty, like Herrin; gs all ſnotte 
For they tax them the devil knows how many Ways, 


Nat the Kermilk they cat, 
Which is their bett meat, 


Nor their water bewitch'd, but pays half to the ſtate. 


O may all F anaticks run mad their own way, 
That for ſuch mock freedoms, as freely will pay! 


Their Government tho', thanks ſome politic neighbour 


With much-a-do makes a ſhift for to ſtand: 
Yet {ire 't has been more than Hercules? labours, 
So long to keep twiſted a mere rope of ſand. 
Where fiſh-wives dare prate 
Of matters of ſtate; | 
And no man is fafe, whom the rabble does hate. 


A frreading infection, which threatens undoing _ 
To foiac, vt too often have Kept them from rune. 


* This es to allude to the fate of the famous Penſiona- 
ry De Witt, who, with his brother Cornelius, was torn uo 


piec es by the rabble, Auguſt 105 1672. 
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SATIRE oN THE ORIGIN OP THE 


3 ENGLISH NATION: 
3 Fix THE ANCIENT SCOTTISH DIALECT #, 


- IR 
_ 
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TI E Ingliſche hurſone mitt me wilt avant 
Zour progeny from Brutus to haif tanc; 
F 4 And ſumtyme from an ANGELL, or an Sant, 


x s Angelus : and Aug lus baith war anc. 
S Ancells in ertli zit hard I few, or nane, 


34 Lcopt the feyndis with Lucifer that feli: "IM 
Rant zou, villane, of that lord allanc; 9 
iy & thy progeny frome Pluto praince of hell. 


> : v7 56 F 75 
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—_ * A; we have infected below a poetical attack on our fellow- 
; = itizens be; ondthe Tweed by one of our Soutl.ern bards; it is but. 
= Hir to Contront it with ſome ſatirical reflections on the vanity 
pf ovr o countrymen, by an ancient Scottiſh Satiriſt. This 


2 vas procuied from a Gentleman who extracted it from Ban- 

I atine's MS. of Scottiſh poems, preſerved in the Advocates 

5 1 ibrary at Eciaburgh, fo. 163. It is chere intituled, | 

RN ANSWER TO ANE INGLISS RAILAR PRAYSING 
HIS AWIN GENALOGY. 

though the ſarcaſms, in this poem, ſeem now ſomewhat 


= tc and pedantic, they were well applied at the time 

Wn wore written; for whocver louks into the Chronicle. 

pi Harding, a proſeſſed antagoniit of the Scots, and other con- 
Femporary writers, will find the Peſcent of the Britons (who 

Mere then confounded with the Englith), from Brutus much 

Pufillcd on ; and Hit is well, known that K. Edward I. dated the 

Porigipo of his claim to Sovereign Joriſdiétion over tne Kings of 
xcotland from the fabalous arrival of that Trojan Adyenturer, # 
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Becaus ze uſe in Hoillis to hyd 20ur ' fell, 
Aulus is cum frome Angulus indeid: 
Aboive all uders Brutus bure the bell, 
Quha flew his fader howpine to ſucceid. 
Than chuſe zow ane of theis, I rek not ader, 
Tak Beelzebub, or Brutus to zour fader. 


HOW THE FIRST HELAND MAN W AS MADE vil 
BY AN ANCIEN * LOW LAN D BARD, a 


o F and Apel lo was agate: ve the way 
j Heiche up in Ardgyle, quhair thair gait lay; 5 
Avollo ſaid to Jove, in a ſport word, 
Can 2c not mak a Heland- man of this Horf:-turd? 22 
Jore| 4 


F This is extracted from the ſame MS. collection as the | 43 
furegoing, Where it occurs in r. 162, b. —. * is chere in- 
tituled, 2 : . N | | ; 
HOW THE FIRST 3 OF- © joys was 
MAID OF A HORSS-TURD IN ARGYLE, AS IS SAID. 
In the original the Interlocutors are “God and St. Peter;“ : 
which, being ſhockingly profane, have been every where al- © 
tered, as in the text, But the original ſhews the licentious 3 
ip: rit of the times, when it was written. 2 

The Highlanders of old, like the ancient Heroes of Greece, 5 
conſidered their Depredations on their more laborious Neigb— 3 
bours, as legitimate wariike ſpoils : aud their Bards, uo | 


doubt, would with equal ſarcaſqs, retort on the Lowlandeis j 
their daſtardly ſpirit in being more addicted to agriculture, aud 


the ſofter arts of peace, than themiclves, This Character of ſome a 
| ee ” GE 


THE FIRST HELAND MAN, ce. 
8 ve turn'd owre the Horſs-turd with his pykit ſtaff, 
Aua upſtart a Heland-man black as ony draff, ﬀ | 
9 uod Jove to the Heland- man, Quhair wilt thow now? 
vill doun in the Lawland, Lord; and thair ſteill a Cox. 
nd thow ftcill a Cow-taile thair, thay will hang thee, 
E | aattrack , Lord, of that? ffor anis mon I dic. 


*ZFove than be lewch, and owre the dyk lap, 4 
od ont of his ſcheith his Gowlly + owt gatt. A 
* 4 pollo ſocht the Gowly faſt: up and doun, * 
„Fic cow ld not find it in all that broad roum. 
4 Wow, quod Jove, heir a mervell! How can this be, 1 
nat 1 fowld want my gowly, and we heir but hre? 4 
3 ; } umf! quod the Holand: - man, and turn'd him abow ty. *4 
ED nd at his plaid-nuik the guly fell owt.. e = 
| Fry, quod Apollo, thou will nevir do weill; = 2 
n Ind thow bot new =maid, fa fone gais to ſteill. 4 
„ mf! quod the Heland man, and {wore be zon kirk, I 
0 lang as 1 may geir gett to ſteill Will I nevir wirk. 1 
3 


f the Highland Clans, and their fondnels for india: is ſaid 0 
% have continued down to our times; for the celebrated 1 


), 3 . 8 5 o EF X 
„ Laird of Lochiel, when he muſtered his People before - be 
| 2 oung Pretender in 1745, is reported to have aſſured him,, 


hat his Clan ſhould fight, or rob, with any in the world.“ 

Happily che ſame high ſpirit, accompanied with juſler - 
J votions, has converted theſe little hoſtile independent tribes . 
io honeſt and worthy ſubjects, who have atforded generous , 
aiers for our deſence, and from being the diſturbers have. 


0 $ ' f . - W. - af = . A 
recome the valiant protectors of the Britiſh Empire. 

"1 * Quharrack, i. e. Quhat Reck: what hgnif.es that? 
Q } 


+ 30 lx, or  Guly, a. Knife. 
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the preced ng pieces, but as being in his time the moſt d 
mired avd famous of al! his Peems. In his picture drawn br 
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10 M1 SC E LL A NE POEMS. 
THE REBEL s COT. be 
BY JOHN CLEIVELAND ESQ 1 
OW | Providence! nnd vet 2 Scortith crew |! 4 
Then, adam Nature wears black parches too! 
What ſhall our nation be in bondage thus | 2 
Unto a land that truckles under vs? Go 
Ring. the bells bacxward; I am all on fre: 15 
Not all the buckets in a country quire 2 
Shall quench my rage. A Poct fhoutd be fear 'd 2 
; % 
When angry, like 2 a Comet's flaming beard.” 


| Ard 


* n 

1 — r %/ 5 
A 9, 4 CY 1 * b 844 
e 2 N * "I 


WIS 


At the head of our Selection ſrom the Works of tha? 
elebrated Lopyaliſt, John Cleweland, we could not but breath 
his RrBTI. Scor, pot onlx as mott proper to accompany 


Fuller, during Cleivolimd's attendance on the R107 at O fore, 
he 15 repreſented (as inthe Frontifpicce, which is copied i 
it) holding a paper, on Wh ch is inſcribed the title of this 5 
em.—-WH¹ñE , after all, is fal, not to be meant for a Satire # 
on dhe Scuttiſh Nat on in general, but chiefly on that part ei 
it, then engaged in Rebellion againtt R. Charles I. as the | 


writer expreil.y excepts the valiant and loyal bands tien eu- 


Ifted under MI. ontroſe and Orawt terd, &. 


We fill now give tome account of the author. 5 
Joux CLerveland was fon of the Rev. Themas Cleive- 
land, M. A. Vicar of Hinckley and Rector of Stoke in Le- 


ceſierfaire; who, with many of his Children, was a ſofferet 


ſor the Canſe of K. Charles I. - H's elde t ſon John was berg 
at Loughborough i in the faid nn as appears rom the 


Regitier of that par: lh, where his baptiſm 1; entered June 20, 


* 


+ | | 85 261; 


HA RE BKL SCOT. 1m 
nd where 's the Stoick can his wrath appeaſe 

- o ſee his country ſick of Pym's diſcaſe? 

A by Scotch invaſion, to be made a prey 

o ſuch Pig-wiggen Myrmidons as they ? 

But that there 's charm in verſe, I would not quote 
ne name of Scot without an antidote; = 

1 | Indes my head were red, that I might brew 
"AHbrention there that might be poiſon too. 

ere Ia drowzy Judge whoſe diſmal note 

=. Dior geth halters, as a jugler's throat 

2 doth ribbands; could I in Sir Emperick's rone 
ea! pills in phraſe, and quack deſtruction, 


2 5 
— 5.3. Having been educated at Hinckley under the Rev. 
57 8 Pehard Vines, (who was afterwards a celebrated preacher of 
Ge 1 e Preſbyterian party) he was admitted of Chriſt's College, 
' Cambridge, September 4, 1627, and took the degree of 
-._ A. n 1631. He thence removed to St. John's College in 
— le ſame Vniverhty, being eleAed Fellow, March 27, 1634, 
— 1 became M. A. the fol! owing year, 1638. He continved 
: r. many years the delight and ornament of that houfe, in 
Wi! © was one of the Tutors, and, being excuſed from going 


3 to Holy orders, became their Rhetoric Reader, and waz 
Nan employed to draw up all Epiſtles and Addrefes for 
at 3 being much adm:red for the purity and terſeneſs 
s Latia ſtyle. He alto became celebrated for his occa- 

1 in Engliſh, efpectally on the breaking-out of 
be civil wars, when he 1s ſaid to have been the firſt champion 
gat appeared in verſe for the oval cavſe *, Aſterwards, 
; then the oppoſite p arty prevailed, he ret! red: to the king at 
| 1 ford, and was in his abſence ejeced from his Fellowſhip, 
| * Mod's Athen, Oxon. 2d Ed. II. f. 274. April : 
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1 MISCELLANY POE XV. 
Or roar liks Marſhal, that Gene va Bull, | 


Vet to expreſs a Scot, to play that prize, 


1 muft, like Hocus, ſwallow daggers ſirſt. 


With all the ſcorpions, that ſhould whip this age. 
Scots are like Witches ; do but whet your pen; 8 
Scratch till the blood come, they m not hurt you ther 


3 Scot within a beaſt, is no diſguiſe. 


April 8, 1644. On the fixing in Newark Castle, that C 


wich, as a perſon of great abilities, adverſe and dangerous 


a petition to the Protector, he was by his order ſet at liben 


Hell and damnation a pulpit full; 


Not all the mouth-granados can ſuſſice: 
Before a Scot can properly be curſt, 


Come, keen Iambics, with vour badgers feet, 
And badger-like, bite till your teeth do meet 
eite; ve tart Satiriſts, to imp my rage . 


8 
Now as the Martyrs were enforc'd to t take. 5 


The ſhapes of beaſts, like hypocrites at ſtake; 
III baite my Scot fo, vet not cheat vour eves, 


8 
3 
£ 

# 42 
. 8 « 
* 
„ 
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rifon which ſo long ſopported the King's declining Caul, 85 
Cleveland was appointed Judge-Advecate there under 1 
Richard Willis the Governor. Atter the ſurrender of tt! " 
Garriſon in 1646, by the expreſs command of the King, 

a Priſoner w.th the Scottiſh Army, Clelveland e 
fates ot diſtrefled Loyalty, living up and down concealed 
ſome years, till in November, 1655,. he was ſeized at No 1 


the re:gning government +,. and was thence removed to Yr 
1 
mouth; Where he lay many months in priton, til! addreſtny 


This Petttion (printed in his Works) is re markable for th ; 
addreſs with which the writer employs ſuch moving on 1 
* Walker 3 Suffer; ny iy &c. pt. II. þ+ 149. g 
+ T but e 13 State 1 75 4 J 91. IK F. 185. 


THE REBEL S CO T. 
No more let Ireland brag, her harmleſs nation 
Foſters no venom, ſince the Scot's plantation, 
tor can our's feign'd antiquity obtain; 
Fince they came in, England hath Wolves again, 
2 The Scot, that kept the Tower, might have thown, 
A 1 Vithin the grate of his own breaſt alone, | 
; 2 he Leopard and the Panther, and ingrofs'd _ 
hat all thoſe wild Collegiates had coſt | 
Erne honeft high-thoos, in their termly fees 


13 


WV i:{t to the ſalvage Lawyer, next to theſe. 
Nature herſelf doth Scorchmen beaſts confeſs, 
"3 Making their country ſuch a wilderneſs ; 


A land that brings in queſtion and ſuſpenſe 

Gods omnipreſence, but that Charles came thence z 
But that Montroſe? and Crawford's loyal band 
| Aton' d their tin, and chriſten 'd half their land. 


as might neither do violence to his Conſcience, nor betray 
his Cauſe, and vet be effectual to pracure his enlargement. 
Ar length removing to Gray's Inn, London, he was there ſeized 
withanepidemicalintermittingFever,of which he died on Thurſ- 

day morning, April 29, 1658, in his chamber in Gray's Inn, 
whence his body was brought to Hunſdon Houſe, and on Sa- 
turday May 1, was interred in the pariſh church of St. Mi- 

chacl on College Hill, London *: his remains receiving the 


= laſt honours, by the attendance of many perſons eminent for 


their loyalty and learning, to whom his Funeral Sermon was 
reached by his intimate friend, the eminent Dr, Pearſon, 
atterwards Biſhop of Cheſter, and author ol the celebrated 
Expotition of the Creed +. EY 


* Full; 1 WH 41 ies 1 Leiceſter Dire. 


+ Dow, Lin Hs Niemoinrs of Peron; 7 Wh? Herred for X. 
>, J. 166%, t Pe 617, E 3K 
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4 MISCELLANY POEM S. 
Nor is it all the nation hath theſe ſpots ; ; 1 
There is a Church, as well as Kirk of Scots: 4 


As f the Devil had ubiquity. 


And vet they ramble, not to learn the mode 


frequently quoted than this epigrammatical diſtich. 7 


As in a picture, where the ſquinting paint | 
Shews Fiend on this ſide, and on that fide Saint, 

He that faw Hell in's melancholy dream, 
And, m the twi-light of his fancy's theme, 


Scar'd from his ſins, repented in a fright, 4 
Had he view'd Scotland, had turn'd profelyte. 4 
A land where one may pray with curlt intent, 2 
O may they never ſuffer baniſhment ! 3 


Had Cain been Scot, God would have chang” d 955 dor 


Not forc'd him wander, but confin'd him home“ 
Like Jews they ſpread, and as Infection fly, 


Hence 'tis they live at rovers, and defy 
This or that place, rags of Geography, 
They re citizens o' th* world; they 're all in all, 
Scotland's a nation cpidemical. 


Ho to be dreſt, or how to liſp, abroad : 

To return knowing in the Spaniſh thrug, 

Or which of the Dutch States a double jug 
Retembles moſt in belly, or in beard, - 

(The card by which the mariners are ſtecr'd.) 

No; the Scots-Er rant fight, and ſight to cat; 

heir oftrich-ſtomachs make their {words their meat. 
N.cure with Scots as Tooth-drawers hath dealt, 
Wg ule to hang their teeth upon their belt. 


= Few counters in the Engliſh language have been more x 


Yet 


25 T H E R E B E . SOS. 
V et wonder not at this their happy choice, 
The Serpent 's fatal ſtill to Paradiſe. 

Hure England hath the hæmorrhoids, and theſe 

In the North-peftern of the patient ſeize, 

4 | Ek Leechcs ; thus they phyſically chirſt 

After our blood, but in the cure ſhall burſt. 

Let them not think to make us run o' the ſcore, | 

To purchaſe willenage, as once before; 
N. hen an act paſs'd to ſtroak them on the head, 
Fall them good ſubjects, buy them ginger-bread. 

1 or cold, nor acts of grace, 'tis ſteel muſt tame 
he tubborn Scot: a Prince that would reclaim 
3 chels by yielding, doth like him (er worſe) 

2 Who faddled his own back, to ſhame his horſe. 

4H Vas it for this you left your leaner foil, 

4 Thus ro lard [fel with Egypt's ſpoil? 

en mare the Goſpel's life-guard, but for them 

4 2 The garritſon of New -Teruſalem) 

3 hat would the Brethren do? The Cauſe? The Cauſe 

A Pack-poſlets, and the fundamental laws? 

Lord! what a godly thing is want of ſhirts F- 

Ni a Scotch fomach, and no meat, converts ! 

A hey wanted food and raiment; fo they took. 

Religion for their Seamſtreſs, and their Cook. 

'nmatk them ell; their honours and eſtate, 

; well as CONICICNCC, are ſophiſticate, 

Phrive but their titles, and their money poize, 

A Laird and twenty pounds pronounc'd with noiſe, 

hen confirucd, but for a plain Yeoman go, | 

And a good fober ten pence, and well fo. 


2 4 
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NIISCE I. I. ANY POEMS. 


. then, vou proud Impoſtors; get * bone, 


v ou Picts in gentry and devotion; 


You ſcandal to the ſtock of verſe, a race 


Able to bring the Gibbet in diſgrace. 
_Hyperdolus by fuffering did traduce 
The Oſtraciſm, and tham'd it out of uſe, 


The Indian, that Heaven did forſwear, 


Becaufe he heard ſome Spaniards were there, 
Had he but known what Scots in Hell had been, 
He would, Eraſmus like, have hung between. 
Muy Mule hath done. A voider for the nonce; 
I wrong the Devil ſhould I pick their bones. 
That diſh is his; for when the Scots deceaſe, 
Hell, like their nation, feeds on barnacles. 


A Seot, when from the gallows-tree got looſe, 


Props into Styx, and turns a Soland Gooſe ©, 


nt „ af SEK: 471, 
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EPIGRAM, BY ANOTHER WRIT ER. 


Wonder'd not when I was told 
The venal Scot his country ſold : 
I rather very much admire 
How he could ever find a buy er! 


* In all the Editions of 8 Poems, the precedi 
Satire is accompanied with a Latin verfion, which, Anth$ 
Wood informs us, was not written by the author himſelf, 


e Athen. Orca. II. 738. Ed. 2d, 


” Thomas Gawen, ſome time fellow of New College i in Oxi 


TH 


* 7 1 
THE DEFINITION OF A PROTECTOR. 
BY MR. £ I EIVELAN D. 
H AT 's a Protector? He 's a frarely thing, 
That apes it in the non- age of a Rn 
WM tragic actor, Cæfar in a clown; 
ea braſs farthing ſtamped with a crown; 
; bladder blown, with other breaths pul 'd full; 
Kot the Perillus, but perillus' bull; 
7 ſop's proud aſs veil'd in the lion's ſkin; 

In 06trvard faint lin'd with a devil within; 
Au echo whence the roval found doth come, 
dit jv ſt as a barrel-head ſounds like a drum: 

SS 11a lic image of the royal head; 
3 W 1c brewer's, with the king” $ Ame, quineret.” 
WE |: 1 counterfeired piece, that ſhows 
harles his efſigies with a copper noſe. 
eee, he 's one we muſt Protector call, 
2 From whom the King of Kings protect us all. 
ID "* &: «4 
i O PoRTET C. R. 


| Anagram, 
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ANSWER TO THE STORM, 
BY THE S AME. 


Is well he 's gone (O had he never been ry - 
Hurricd in ſtorms, loud as kis crying fin; 


4 he pines and oaks fell proftrate at his urn, 

«ol That“ hente his fame might with his aſhes burn?. 

| 2 | © Three Poems were written in compl ment to the Storm, 
| ch happened at the Death of Oliver Cromwell, by Waller, 


pen den, and Sprat; who were all three aſter wards Courtters, 


Yoke VE, 2 Winds 


From theft, like his, great Romulus did grow, 


Strang ge that the lofty tieesthemſelves ſhould fel 


But our fierce Nero wore the beaft within, 


Like ravenous vultures, our wing'd navy flies; 


As round the lefler, fo the greater * orld. 


And made three kingdoms ſubject to his rage: 


So fell Achilles by the Trojan band, 
Though he ſtill fought with Heaven itſelf in's hand. 
Nor would domeſtic ſpoil confine his mind, 
No limit 's to his fury but mankind. 

The Britiſh youth in foreign coaſts are ſent 


Are contin'd priſoners to the world beſide. 
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Hinds pluck up roots, and fixed cedars move, 
Roaring for vengeance to the Heavens above; 


And ſuch a wind did at his ruin blow. 


Without the axe: ſo Orpheus went to Hell; 
At whoſe deſcent the ſtouteſt rocks were cleft, 
And the whole wood its wonted ſtation left. 
In battle Hercules wore the lion's ſkin, 


Whoſe heart was brutiſh more than face or eyes; 
And in the ſhape of man was in diſguiſe. 
Where cver men, where ever pillage lies, 


Under the Tropick we are underſtood, _ 
And bring home rapine through a purple flood: 
Neu circulation's found, our blood is hurtd 


In civil broils he did us firſt engage, 


One fatal ſtroke flew Juſtice, and the cauſe 
Of Truth, Religion, and our ſacred Laws. 


Towns to deſtroy, but more to banithment 
Who, ſince they cannot in this Ifle abide, 


ANSWER TO THE STO RN I. 

No wonder then if we no tears allow 

ro him that gave us wars and ruin too. 

vrants, that lov'd him, griev'd, concern'd to ſce 

here muſt be puniſhment for eruelty. 

WW acure herſelf rejoiced at his death, 

nd on the waters ſung with ſuch a breath, 

Ns made the ſea bound higher than before, 
AVhile her glad waves came dancing to the ſhore. 


W711 APH ON THE EARL OF STRAFFORD. 
* T H ERB 5 A M K. 


IIR lies wite and valiant duſt, 
1 Huddled up 'twixt fit and jutt : 

Stratford, who was hurried hence 

"Pwixt treaſon and convenience. 

He ſpent his time here in a miſt, 

A Papiſt, yet a Calviniſt; 

ils Prince's neareſt joy and grief: 

He had, yet wanted, all relief: 

The Prop and Ruin of the State, 

The people's violent love and hate. 

One in extremes lov'd and abhor'd; 

Riddles lie here, and in a word, 

Here lies blood, and let it lic 

-vpcechlets (till, and never cry. 
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CHRISTMAS D A Y: 
ON, THE SHUTTLE OF AN INSPIRED WEAY rn 
BOLTED AGAINST THE ORDER OF THE-CHU Ru # 
FOR urs 801. EMNITV. BY-THE SAME. : 


Eriſtwas! Give me my beads: the word implies 
8 i by its ingredients beef and — 
A feaſt Apocryphal, a Popiſn rite 
Kneaded in dough (beloved) in the night; 
The night (beloved) that 's as much to lay 
(Ey late tranſlation) not in the day. 3 
_An annual dark-lanthorn Jubilee, 
Cate ſby and Vaux baked in conſpiracy, 
'The Hierarchy of Rome, the Triple Crown, 
N e d in triangles, then ſwallowed down, 
Vith Spaniſh ſack, The Eighty: -eight Armady 
_ lv preſented in an Ovenado. 
0 Calvin! now my Cauſe upon thee fxes, 
WW cre Cer ſuch dregs mix'd with Geneva fixes? 
The cloyſter'd ſteaks with ſalt and pepper lie, 
Like nuns with patches in a Monaſtery. - 
Profaneneſs in a, conclave! nav, much more, 
Idolatry in cruſt! Babylon's Whore 
Rak'd fr om the grave, and bak'd by haunches, then 
Scrv'd up in cofins to unholy men 
Defil'd with ſuperſtition, like the Gentiles | 
Of old, that worthiv'd onions, roots, and lentiles! 


Did ever John of Leyden prophcey 
-»Of. ſuch an Aptichrilt, as pudding-pyc? 


CHRISTMAS DAY. 


Belored, tis a thing, when it appears, 
nough to ſet the Saints all by the cars, 
In ſolving of the text; a doubtful ſin 
Reformed churches ne'er confented in. 
But hold, my Brethren; while I preach on pray 
Tethinks the Manna melts and waſtes away. 
ma man, as all vou are; have read 
or Peter's ſheet, how he devoutly fed 
W\\ how cxception; therefore to difpenſe 
\ little with the worm of confcience, 


\nd bend unto the creature, I profeſs, 
cal and a pve may join both in a mels. 
ihe deateſt tons may err, then why a ſinner 


\iav I not cat, ſince Hugh * cat three to dinner? 


n!!! MARTIN 

W i:0. SUBSCRIBED. A WARRANT, THUS: 

e OH) KNIGHTS AND GENTLEMEN Or -THE 

COMMITTEE,” WHEN THERE NAS NO 

OTHER KNIGHT. BUT HIMSELF, 

„„ . 

I 1 ANG ovt a bar, and gather pence a 1275 

(Which Afric never bred). nor ſwelling Greees 

Wen tories tympany), a bealt fo rare, 

No !returer?s wrought cap, nor Bartholomew Hair 


Can | nm itch ] him; nature! 8 himſey, that outvies 
Tu decent and his ark of novelties. 


* Ilogh Peters. 


93 The 


22 MISCELLANY POEMS. 
The Gog and Magog of prodigious ſights ; 
With reverence to your eyes, Sir Thomas Knights! 
But is this bigamy of titles due? | 
Are you Sir Thomas and' Sir Martin too? 
Ifachar couchant 'twixt a brace of Sirs, 
Thou Knighthood in a pair of panniers. 
Thou that look'R, wrapt up in thy warlike leather, 
Like Valentine and Orfon bound together, 
Spur's repreſentative! thou that art able 
To be a voider to King Arthur's table: 
be ho, in this ſacrilegious mats of all, 
Ir ſeems, has fwallow'd Windtor's hoſpital 
Pair royal, headed Cerberus his cozen: 
Hercules“ labours were a baker's dozen, 


lad he but trumpt on thee; whoſe forked neck 


Alicht well have anfeccr'd at the font for Smec ©. 
But can a Knighthood on a Knichthood lic? 

| Metal on metal is falſe Heraldry. 

And yet the known Godfry of Buulogne's coat 

_ Shines in exception to the Herald's vote. 

Great ſpirits move not by pedantic laws, 

Thcir actions, though eccentric, ſtate the cauſe, 
Ard Priſcian bleeds with: honour. Cfar thus 
Subſcrtib'd two Conſuls with one Julius. 
Tom never quoted *ſquire, ſcarce yeoman high, 
Is Tom twice dipp'd; Knight of a double dye. 
Fond man, whole fate is in his name betray'd; 
It is the ſerting ſun doubles his ſhade: ; 
Zut it 's no matter; for, amphibious, ne N 
Nay have a Knight hang'd, yet Sir Tom go free. 


* SmeAymnuus, the title of a controverhal Book, compoſed 
of ihe initials of its joint Authors. NE W- 
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NGLAND 's a per fect world, hath Tndics toa, 
Correct your maps, Newcaſtle is Peru! 

ct th' haughty Spaniard triumph, till tis told, 

ur ſooty minerals purity his gold: 

"his will ſublime, and hatch th*- 1 ore, 

When the ſun tires, and ſtars can do no more. 

o mines are current, unrefin'd and groſs; 

dals make the ſterling, Nature but the droſs. 

"or metals, Bacchus like, zwo births approve, 

den heats the Semele, and ours the Jove. 
25 Art doth poliſh Nature, tis the trade 

© every madam hath her chamber-maid. 

Cho d dete on Gold, a thing fo ſtrenge and odd > 
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molti contemptible when made a God. 
and miſchief hence have rife and fwell; 


«08 


nc India more would make another Hell. 


This Poem is of that 60 ecles, Which a great Critic + has 
„ d-nominated © Metarhyſical,“ abounding w: ith witty 
thorn on juſt images. It is here printed from two Copies, 
neun Coivelands Works, Svo. 1685, the other in Dryden's 
Ffectlanies, vol. IV. Inthe margin are here noted a few. 
{ihe dihterent Readings 1 in the latter, that were not adopted 


olnhel te BE. 
Dr. Jen oF in in ah: L ife « . . among bis b 7 Peers. 
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24 MISCELLANY POEMS. 
Our mines are innocent, nor will the North 

Tempt frail Mortality with too much worth: 

They 're not ſo precious, rich enough to fire 

A lover, yet make none idolater. 8 

The moderate value of our guiltleſs ore 

Makes no man Atheiſt, and no woman whore. 

Yea, why ſhould hallow'd veſtal's ſacred ſhrine 

Deſerve more honour than a flaming mine? 

Theſe pregnant wombs of heat would fitter be 

Than a few embers, for a Deity. 

Had he our pits, the Perſran would admire 

No fun, but warm's devotion at our firc: 

He '> leave the trotting whipſter, and prefer 

Our profound Vulcan bove that Waggoner ©. 
For, wants he heat, or light? or would-have ſtore 

Of both? Tis here: and what can {uns give more? 


Navy, what 's the ſun, but in a different name, 

A Coal-pit rampant +, or a mine of flame? 
Then let this truth reciprocally run, 

The Sun 's Heaven's Coalery, and Coals our Sun: 
A ſun that ſcorcheth not, lock'd up i' th' deep; =» 
The lion 's chain'd, the bandog is aſleep. 

That tyrant Fire, which uncontroll'd doth rage, 
Here 's calm and huſh'd, like Bajazet in his cage; 


* In Dryden's Miſcellany this diſtich runs thus, 
„He 'd leave the rambling Traveller, and prefer 
« Our profound Vulcan above Phœbus' car,” | 
+ In Dryden's Mitcellany kit is 
« A noblec Coal-pit,” better. 


For 
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or in each Coal- -pit there doth couchant dwell 
A muzzled Etna, or an innocent Hell. | 
Kindle the cloud, you *ll lightning ſoon deſcry; 
Then will a day break from the gloomy ſkv: - 
hen vou 'H unbutton, though December blow; 
ara ſweat i' the midſt of ificles and ſnow: | 
The dog-dav's then at Chriſtmas. Thus is all 
The vear made June; each month ſolſtitial.“ 
If heat offends, our Pits afford us ſhade: 
Thus ſummer 's winter, winter 's ſummer made. 
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What need we baths? what need we bower, or grove & 
A Coal- pit“ 8 both a ventiauct and ſtove. | 

Such pits. and caves were palaces of ald, 

Poor inns (God wot) vet in an age of gold; 

And what would now be thought a ſtrange deſign 

To build a houſe was then to undermine: 

People liv'd under ground, and happy dweller „ 

Whoſe jovial habitations were all cellars: 


7 * 


Thoſe primitive times were innocent, for then 
Man, who turn'd after fox, made but his den.“ 
But ſee a fleet of vitals trim and fine, | 
To court thc rich Infanta of our mine, 
Hundreds of bold Leanders do confront, 
For this 5 d Hero, the rough Helleſpont. 
Lis an Armado royal doth engage 
For ſome new Helen, with this equipage: 
Prepar'd too, ſhould we their addreſſes bar, 
To force this miſtreſs with a ten vears war; Ford . 


But that our Mine 's a common good, a joy, 
Made 1 not to ruin, but enrich our Troy, 
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But oh! theſe bring it with them, and con ſpire- 
To pawn that idol for our ſmoke and fire. 
Silver 's but ballaſt, this they bring on hore, 
That they may treaſure up our better ore: 
For this they venture rocks and ſtorms, dety 
All the extremity of ſea and ſky. | 
For the glad purchaſe of this precious mold, 
 Cowards dare pirates, miſers part with gold. 
Hence is it, when the doubtful ſhip ſets forth, 
The naving © needle ſtill directs it North; 
And Nature's ſecret wonder to atteſt 
Our India's worth diſcards both Eat and Wet: 
For Tyne. Not only fire commends this ſpring, 
A Coal-pit is a mine of every thing. _ 
We tink a Jack-of-all-trades ſhop, and found 
An inverſe burſe, an Exchange under ground. 
This Proteus Earth converts to what vou ha t, 
Now you may wear 't to filk, now coin 't to Pzatc ; 
And, what 's a metamorphoſis more dear, 
_Diffolve it, and 'twill turn to London beer : 
For whatſoc'er that gaudy city boaſt, 
Each month doth drive to our attractive coaſt. 
We ſhall exhauſt their Chamber, and devour 
The Treaſure at Guildhall, and Mint i” #* Tower. 
Our Staiths their mortgag'd ſtreets will ſoon divide, 
Blazon their Cornkill-fella, flare Cheapſide: 
Thus ſhall our Coal-pits Charity, and Pity 
At diſtance undermine and tire the city. 


* Perhaps 600 Moving needle,” 


* N | Should 
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Puould we exact, they 'd pawn their wives, and treat, 
Ho ſwop thoſe coolers, for our ſovereign heat. 
gore kiſſes and embraces fire controlls, 
'0 Venus heightens like a peck of coals, 
ledea was the drug of ſome old ſire, 
And Eſon's bath a lufty Sea-coal fire. 
himneys are old men's miſtreſſes, their inns *, 
modern dalliancc with their meazled ſhins. 
o all defects a Coal-heap gives a cure; 
Gives vouth to age, and raiment to the poor. 
ride firſt wore cloaths, Nature diſdains attire, 
Pe made us naked, cauſe ſhe gave us fire. 
þ Pull wharfs are wardrobes, and the taylor's charm - 
Belongs to the Collier, he muſt Keep us warm. 
Hhe quilted alderman, in al! 's array, 
inds but cold comfort in a frofty dax; 
Girt, wrapt, and muffled, vet, with all this ſtir, 
carce warm when imother'd in his drowiy fur; 
Not proof againſt keen Winter's batteries, 
Should he himſelf wear all 's own !tveries: 
But chill-blains under ſilver ſpurs bewails, 
ind in embroidered buck<{kins + blows his nails. 
Rich meadows and full crops are elfewhere foundg. 
Ve can reap harveſts from our barren ground. 
he bald parch'd hills, that circumſeribe our Tyne, 
Are no lels pregnant in their happy mine. 
hen untiedg'd tops fo well content our palates, 
Ve envy none their noſcgays and their ſallats. 
A vav rank foil like a young gallant grows, 
nd ſpends itſelf that it may wear nne cloaths z 
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Sins“ al. * | + « Buſkins” al. ed. 
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2 MISCELLANY POEMS. 
Whilſt all its worth is to its back confin'd, 
Ours wears plain out-fide, but is richly lin'd. 

Winter's above, *tis ſummer underneeth, | 

A truſty Morglay in a rufty fhcarh ; 

As precious tables ſometimes interlace 

A wretched ſerge, or grogram caffock caſe. 
Rocks own no ſpring, are pregnant with no ſhowers. 
Crvitals and gems are there inſtead of flowers : 

Inſtead of roſes, beds of rubies fer, 

And emeralds recompenſe the violet. 
Dame Nature, not like other madams, wears 


(Though the is bare) pearls in her breaits and cars. 
What though our ticks prefent a naked fight, 

A paradiſe thouid be an Adamite. 
The northern lad his bonny lafs throws down, 


*-0 


And gives her a black bag for a green cown 


CONTENT. BY THE SAME 


Fele ſtranger! winged maid, where doſt thou reſi 
Thy ſnowy. locks at noon? or on what breuſt 
. : , ' bo I 1 % 
Of tpices flumber o'er the füllen night? 
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Or, waking, whithcr doſt thou take thy niglit? 


Shai! 1 go ſeek fome melancholic grove, 


The lent theatre of deſpair and love? 


There court the Bittern and the P»ircan, 


_.- Thete airy Antipodes to the tents of man? 


Or, titting by ſome pretty prattling ſpring, 


Hear hoarſe Nyctimene her dirges fing? 
Whiles the rough Satyrs dance Corantoes to 
The chattcring Semibricts of her Wo hoo, hao:““ 
„ | (yr 


Or all I trace ſome ice-bound wilderneſs | 
Among the caverns of abſtruſe receſs, 
Where never prying ſun, nor bluſhing day, 
C ould real a aliens" cnn ray > 
If not within this ſolitary cell, 
O wihither muſt I poſt ? where doſt thou dwell? 
Shall I let looſe the reins of blind defire, 
And ſurfeittevery ravening ſenſe? give fire 
To anv train, and tire voluptuouſneſs, 
In al} her ſoft varicties of exceſs? 
And make each day a hiſtory of ſin? 
Priak tha la more Sun down and up again? 
Improve my erimes to ſuch a roaring ſcorec, 
That when | die, where others go before 


in whining venial ſtreams, and quarto pages, 
Mt 1:06s may riſe in folio, link all ages? 
Or mall bathe myſelf | in widows' tears, 
And build my name i' th'-curte of them and theirs? 
S\ipureck whole nature to craw out a purſe 
\Witlr the malten cinders of the univerſe? 
Belchen ovght but ruin? and the horrid cries 
Of fire 8. tword? and ſwim in drowned eyes? 
Malte lanes to crowns and ſceptres through. th' heart 8 
veins | | 
Of Juſtice, Law, Right, Church, and Sovereigns? 
No, no, I trace thce not in this dark way 
Or Death, this tearlet ſtreak' d Aceldama. 
Shall 1 then to the houſe of mourning ga? 
here the Salt-petre Vats do over- flow 
With freſh fupplies of grief, freſh tides of brine? 
Oritrawelſe the wide world in every line? 
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Walk through the bowels of each realm and ſtate 
Simpling for rules of policy, to create 
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Of Nature, where ſhe moſt retir'd Zoch lic? 
Or ſhall I waſte the taper of my ſoul 


Or ſhall I float into the watery pale | | 
Wan kingdom of the Moon, and there fer ſail 


With the Nectar tipling-Gods in th' milky way”? 


Strange forms of government of new molds and waſtes 3 
Like a French kickſhaw of a thouſand taſtes 3 4 
Or ſhall I dive into the ſecrecy 


In ſcrutinies, where neither Northern Pole 
Nor Southern Conſtellation darts a light, 
To conſtitute a latitude or height? 


For all the Orbs? and keep high holy-day 


:Swell Bacchus' tripes with a tun of luſty ſack ? 

And lay the plump *Squire flat upon his back 

O no, theſe revels are too ſhort, too ſour, 

Too fad, hugg'd and repented in an hour. 
Shall I then plough the ſeas to foreign ſoils, 

And rake the pregnant Indies for hid ſpoils? 

Or with the Anchorite abhor the eye 


Of Heaven, and baniſh all ſociety? 


Live in, and out o' th' world? and paſs my days 
In treading out ſome ftrange myſterious maze? 


Taſte every human ſweet, lily and roſe, 

"With all the ſharp guard that about them grow > 
Climb where deſpair would tremble to ſet foot; 
Spring new impotlibles, and force way to 't? 
Make the whole globe a ſhop of Chemiſtry, 

To melt down all her atoms, aud deſcry 
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be fall Iota, that laſt pitied grain 
ich the gull'd ſons of men purſue in vain? 
Or ſhall I graſp thoſe meteors, Fame and Praiſe, 
nich breathe by th' charity of the vulgar voice? 
pile honour upon honour, till it crack 
The Atlas of my pride, and break its back 
Hold, Fancy, hold! for whather wilt thou bear 
My ſun-burnt hope to loſs? *Tis, 'tis not here. 
| Soar then, my toul, above the arched round 
Or theſe poor ſpangled bliſſes: here 's no ground 
To tix the ſacred foot of pure Content, 
er manſon 's in a higher element. 
Haſt thou perceiv'd the ſweetneſs of a groun? 
Or tried the wings of Contemplation? 
Or haſt thou found the balm of tears, that preſs, 
[1ke amber, in the dregs of bitterneſs ? 
Or hatt thou felt that ſecret joy that flows 
Againſt the ride of common overthrows? 
Or haſt thou known the dawning of a God 
Upon thee, when his love is ſhed abroad? 
Or haſt thou heard the ſecret harmony 
Of a calm Conſcience, echoing in thee 
A Requiem from above? a ſcaled peace 
Bevond the power of Hell, Sin, or Deccaſe? 
Or hatt thou taſted that communion 
tween a reconciled God and Man? 
hat holy intercourſe; thoſe precious ſmiles 
Dilolv'd in holy whiſperings between-Whiles? 
Here, here 's the ſteps lead to her bleſs'd abode; 
on r char of Gate is in the throne of God. 
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A SURVEY OF THE W ORLD 
| „ SAME. 


\HE World 's a gilded rrifle, and the ſtare 
Of tublunary bliſs adulterate; | 
Yai bur an empty found, a painted noiſe, 
A wonder that ne'er looks beyond nine days. 
Honour 's the tennis-ball of Fortune: though 
Men wade'to it in blood and overthrow; 
Which like a box of dice uneven dance, 
"Sometimes 'tis one's, ſometimes another's chance. 
Wealth but the hugg'd conſumption of that heart, 
That travels fea and land for his own (mart. 
Pleaſure, a courtly madnefs, a conceit 
That ſmiles and tickles w ithout worth or weight; 
"Whoſe ſcatter'd reckoning, when tis to be paid, 
Is but repentance lavithly inlaid. then 
The Wald, Fame, Honour, WW ealth, and Plcature Wh 
Are the fair rack and gemonies of men. 
AM but thy carnal heart, if thou ſhould'| be 
Sole Monarch of the world's great family, 
it with the Macedonian Youth there would 
Not be a ctæner ſtill reſerv'd that coul 
Another earth contain? If fo, what is 
T hat poor infatiate thing we may call bliſs? 
Queſtion the loaden Gallantry aſleep; 
What profit now their Laurels in the deep 
Of Death's ohlivion? What their Triumph was 
Mere than the Moment it aid plance and paſs? 
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SURVEY OF 'THE WORLD. 


If then applauſe move by the vulgar cry, 
Fame 's but a glorious uncertainty. 
= Awake Scjanus, Strafford, Buckingham, 
. Charge the fond favourites of the greateſt name, 
Wat faith is in a Prince's ſmile, what joy 
In th' high and grand Concilio le Roy? 
BE Nay, Cæſar's (elf, that march'd his honours throuzh 
The bowels of all kingdoms, made them bow 
Los to the ſtirrup of his will and vote, 
& What ſafety to their maſter's life they brought, | 
Wen in the Senate in his higheft pride 
3 By three and twenty wounds he fell and died! 
lf Height be then moſt ſubjected to fate, 
Honour's the dav-fpring of a greater hate. 
Now aſk the groveling ſoul, that makes his gold 
" Idol, his Diana, what a cold 
| Account of happineſs can here ariſe 
From that ingluvious ſurfeit of his eyes“ 
How the whole man 's enſlav'd to a lcan dearth 
Of all enjoyment for a little carth ? 
| How, like Prometheus, he doth ftill repair 
His growing heart to feed the Vulture Care; 
Or, like a Spider's envious deſigns, _ 
Drawing the threads of death from her own loins, 
| Torturing his entrails with thoughts of to-morrow, _ 
To SRO that mals with grief, he gain'd with ſorrow? 
to the clinking paſtime in his cars 
0 add the orphan's cries, and widow's tears, 
The mutic 's far from ſweet, and if you ſound him, 
| Truly, they leave him ſadder than they found him, 
_ Yo... VI. - * Dos 
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Angling tor babies in his NIiſtreſs“ eyes, 


And peak perhaps a line of ſenſe to thi lame, 
Can ſiecp a Sabbath over in his bed, 
Or, if his play-book's there, will ſtoop to read, 


So he falls ſick, and twears the carrier home. 
Elſe if his rare devotion ſwell ſo high 


Tis but to make the Church his ſt age, the reby 
To blaze thc Tay! tor in his ribaldr v. 


Aſk but this Jay, when his difireſs thall fall 


The rofe-buds of his youth? thole antick tovs, 


Now touch the dallying Gallant, he that Ive cs 


Thinks there 's NO heaven like a bale of dice, 
Six hortes and a coach with a device, | 
A caſi of lacquies, and a laQv-bird, | 

An oath in faſhion, and a gilded ſword, 

Can ſmoak tobacco with a face in frame, 


Can kns his haud, and corge a la mode, 
And when the night 's approaching, bolt abroad. 
Unis his Honour's Worſhip's rent 's not come, 


To waſte an hour-glaſs on Divinity, 


Like an arm'd man upon him, Where are all 


Where he ſported out his precious days? 


What comfort he collects from hawk or hound ? 


Or if, among his looſer hours, he found 
One of a thouſand to redeem that time 


_ Perifi'd and loft for ever in his prime ? 
Or if he dream'd of an eternal bliſs ? 


He ' ſwear, God d—n him! he ne'er thought of thus, 


But, like the I. picure, ador'd the day | 
That ſhin'd, rote vp to cat, and drink, and play: 


Knows 
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now that his body was but duſt, and die 

WI: once muſt, ſo have mercy, and God b'w'y. 

Thus having travers'd the fond world in brief, 
Tlle luſt of th' eyes, the fleth, and the pride of life, 
E Uabiatd'd and impartially, we ſee 

Tis lighter in the ſcale than vanity, 

\What then remains but that we {till ſhould ft ive 
Not to be born to die, but die to live? 


THE GENERAL ECLIPSE. 
V 1 * K. 


* ES, that gn the glittering noon, 
And by reflection mend his ray, 
Whole beauty makes the ſprightly ſun 
To dance, as upon Eaſter-dayz _ 
What are you, now the Queen 's away? 
Courageous eagles, who have whet 
Your eyes upon mazeſtic light, 
And thence deriv'd ſuch martial heat, 
That ſtill your looks maintain the fight; 
hat are vou, ſince the King's good-night? | 
Cavalier-buds, whom Nature teems, 
As a reſerve for England's throne; 
Spirits, whole double edge redeems 
' The laſt age, and adorns your own 
What are you, now the Prince is gone? 
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As an obſtructed fountain's head 


Cuts the intail off from the ſtreams, | 


And brooks are dihnherited ; 


Honour and Beauty are mere dreams, h 
Since Charles and Mary loft their beams. 


Criminal Valours ! who commit 
Your gallantry, whoſe Pæan brings 


A pfalm of mercy after it; 


In this fad folftice of the King' 8, 
Your V ictory hath mew'd her wings. 


See how the Soldier wears his cage 


Of iron, like the captive Turk, 


| And as the guerdon of his rage! 


Sce how your glimmering Peers do lurk, 
Or at the beſt work journey-work ! 


Thus *tis a General Eclipſe, 
And the whole world is à la mort ; 
Only the Houſe of Commons trips 
The ſtave in a triumphant ſort : 
Now c'en John Lilburn take them for 't! 


EPITAP!I ON A DECEASED FRIEND. 
BY THR S AM E. 


A RE hes the ruin'd cabinet 


Of a rich foul more highly ſet. 
The droſfs and refuſe of a mind, 
Too glorious to be here confin'd. 


"Earth for a while beſpake his ſtay, 


Only to bait, and fo away : 


V 37 
So that what here he doted on 
Was meer accommodation. 
Not that his active ſoul could be 
At home, but in eternity. 
Vet, while he bleſt us with the rays 
Of his ſhort continued days, 
Each minute had its weight of worth, | 
Each pregnant hour ſome ſtar brought forth. 
So whilſt he travell'd here beneath, 
He liv'd when others only breathe : 
For not a ſand of time ſlipp'd by 
Without its action ſwcet as high. 
So good, ſo peaceable, ſo bleſt, 
Angels alone can ſpeak the reſt. 


BLACK EYES. BY THE SAME. 


IN falth, tis true, 15 am in love; 
Tis your black eyes have made 1 me fo, 
My retolutions they remove, 
And former niceneſs o erthrow. | 


| Thoſe glowing charcoals ſet on fire 
A heart, that former flames did nun, 
M ho, as Heretic to deſire, | 
Now's judg'd to ſufler martyrdom. 


But, Beauty, ſince it is thy fate, 

At diſtance thus to wound to ſure, | 
Thy virtues I will imitate, 

And tee if diſtance prove a cure. 2 
1 N D 3 | | Then 
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Then farewell, Miſtreſo; fare well, Love, 
Thoſe lately-entertain'd defires; 
Wiſe men can from that plague remove; 
Farewell, black eyes; and farewell, fires, 


If ever I my heart acquit 7 
Of thoſe Gull flames, I'll bid a pox 
| On all black eyes, and ſwear they 're fit 
| For nothing but a tinder-box. 


UPON PHIL.LIS WALKING IN A N ORNING 


BEFORE SUN - RISING. 
. * * RK: S A * E. 


IE nag morn as vet undreſe d, 
My Phillis brake from out her Eat, 
As if the d made a match to run 
_ With Venus, uther to the Sun.“ 
The Trees, like yeomen of the guard 
(Serving more for pomp than ward), 
Rank'd on each fide with loyal duty, 
Veay'd branches to encloſe her beauty. 
The Plants, whoſe luxury was lopp'd, 
Or ave wither crutches underpropp'd, 
(Whoſe wooden carcaſcs were grown 
To be but coffins of their own ) 
Revive, and, at her gencral dolce, 
Lach receives bis ancient ul. 


= n | 9 
r ICS; 9574 
5 E 
( Le api* 8 
x4 21 * 23 e r 


* 
K 
3 
2 
N 
— 
wh 
* 
, 
: 
2 
*% 
* 
4 
$5 
bs 
5 
e- 


VVTThf⅛! f! $9 


The winged Choirifters began 
To chirp their matins, and the fan 


Of whiſtling winds, like organs, play'd 
Until, their voluntaries made, 

The waken'd earth in odours riſe 

To be her morning ſacrifice... 

The Flos ers, call'd out of their beds, 


Start and raiſe up their drowſy heads 
And he that for their colour ſeebs, 


May find it vaulting to her cheeks, | 

here roſes mix; no civil war 

Divides her York and Lancaft er. 

The Marvgold (whoſe Courtier's face 
)choes the Sun, and doth unlice 


Uer at his rife, at his full ſtop : 


Packs, a and ſhuts up her gaudy ſhop) 


Miſtakes her cue, and doth diſplay; 


"has Phillis antedates the day. 
hege miracles had crampt the Sun, 


Who, fearing that his Kingdom's won, 


Pov-ders with light his frizled locks, 


o ſee what Saint his luſtre mocks. 


The trembling leaves, through which he p: lau- d, 
Vappling the walk with light and ſnado, 
(Like lattice-windows) give the Spy 


Room but to peep with half an eve, 
_Leit her full orb his fight ſhould dim, 
And bid us all good-night in him, - 
Pill ſhe ſhould ſpend a gentle ray, 
Jo force us a new- faſhion'd day. 


Da. VV 
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But what religious palſy 's this, 
Which makes the boughs diveſt their bliſs 3 © 
And, that they might her footſteps ſtraw, 

_ Drop their leaves with ſhivering awe 2. 

_ Phillis perceiv'd, and (teſt her ſtay 
Should wed October unto May; 
And, as her beauty caus'd a Spring, 
Devution might an Autumn bring) 
Withdrew her beams, yet made no night, 
3ut left the Sun her Curate-light. | 


MOUNT 1DA, OR BEAUTIES CONTEST. 
BY. 1 EL TY br E. 
Tun 1 Goddeſſes they fell at odds, 


As they lat cloſe in counſel with the Gods, 
Whote beauty did excel! And thence they crave 
A Moderator of the firife to have: 
But left the partial Heavens could not decide 
The grudge, they ſtoop to mortals to be tiy'd. 


Mantle in clouds, then gently down they fall 

Upon Mount Ida to appcate the brawl : 
| Where p, rams lovely boy ſporting did keep 

His father's lambs and ſnowy flocks of theep, 
His lil; 1.41 was foon ordain'd to be 
The harness Empire of the fond decree. 

To hun, to him, they gave the Golden Ball, 
O happy Goddeſs upon whom it fall! 

2 5 3 But, 


MOU NN T 1D A. 
zut, more unhappy Shepherd! was 't not pity, 
*hou didſt not ſend it at a Cloſe Committee? 
There, there, thou hadſt ſurpaſs'd what did befall; 
hou might'ſt have crowned One, yet pleaſed All. 
Firſt then imperious Juno did diſplay 
ler coronet of glories to the Boy, _ 
And rang'd her ſtars up in an arched ring 
f height and majeſty moſt flouriſhing; 

hen wealth and honour at his foot did lay, 
fro be eſteem'd the Lady of the day. 
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Next Pallas, that brave Heroina, came, „ 

he thundering Queen of action, war, and fame, 
Dreſs'd with her glittering arms, wherewith ſhe lays 
Vorlds waſte, and new ones from the duſt can raiſe ; 
Theſe, thele, ſhe tenders him advanc'd to be, 

With all the wreaths of wit and gallantry. 


L aſt Venus breaks forth of her golden ray S, 
Vith thouſand Cupids crow n'd, ten thouſand Boys, 
parkling through every quadrant of her eyes, 
Vhich made her beauty in full glory riſe; 
hen, ſmiling, vow'd fo to ſublime his parts, 
Lo make him the great Conqueror of hearts. 
Thus poor diſtracted Paris, all on fire, 
od trembling deep in doubt what to deſire; 
ic feet temptations pleaded hard for all, 
n Theatre of Beauty ſeem'd to call 
the bright prize: but he amazed, he 
auld not determine which, which, which was ſuc- 


At 
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At laſt the Cyprian Girl fo ſtruck him blind 
In all the faculties of ſoul and mind, 
That he, poor captiv'd wretch, without delay 
Could not forbear his frailty to betray, 
But, maugre hanour, wiſdom, all abov „ 
He ran, and kifs'd, and crown'd, the Queen of Love. 


Pallas and Juno then, in high diſdain, 
Took ſnuff, and poſted up to Heaven again, 
As to a high Court of Appeal, to be 
| Reveng'd on men for this :ndignity, 

By Hence then it happens that the Ball was lot, 
Rnd 3 two to one but Love is always croſt.“ 


FUSCARA, OR THE BEE ERR ANT, 
JJ 


ATURE'S Confectioner, the Bee, 

(Whoſe ſuckets are moiſt Alchemy . 

The ſtill of his refining mold 
Munting the garden into gold) 

Having rifled all the tivlds 
Of what daintics Flora yields; 
Ambitious now to take excite 

Of a more fragrant Paradiſe, 

At mr Fuſcara's ſleeve arriv'd, 
Where all delicious {weets are luv'd. 
The airy freebooter difirains 
Firſt on the violct of her veins, 

_ Whoſe tincture could it be more pure, 
His ravcnous kiſs had made it bluer : 
Here did he fit, and eſſence quatt, 
Till her coy pulſe had beat him off; 


That 


r 
That pulic which he that feels may know 
Whether the world 's long-liv'd or no. 
The next he prevs on is her palm, 
That Almoner of tranſpiring balm ;. 

So ſoft, 'tis air but once remov'd, 

Tender as 'twere a jelly glov'd. 

Here, while his canting drone-pipe ſcann's 
The myſtic. figures of her hand, 

Ile tipples palmeſtry, and dines 

On all her fortune- telling lines: 

He bathes in blifs, and finds no odds 

Betwixt this nectar and the gods'. 

He perches now upon her wriſt. 

(A proper hawk for ſuch a kt), 
Making that ficſh his bill of fare, 

Which hungry Cannibals would ſpare :. 
' Where lilies, in a lovely brown, 
Tnoculate carnation: 

Her Argent ſkin with Or fo from? d 
As if the Milky way were cream'd.. 

From hence he to the woodbine bends,. 

That quivers at her fingers ends, 

Thlat. runs diviſton on the tree, 

Like a thick-branching-pedigrce. 

So tis not her the Bee devours, 

It is a pretty maze of flowers; 

It is the roſe that bleeds when he 

Nibbles his nice phlebotomy. 

About her finger he doth cling 

1-4? faſhion of a wedding-ring, 
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And bids his comrades of the ſwarm 
Crawl like a bracelet *bout her arm. 
Thus when the hovering Publican 
Had ſuck'd the toll of all her ſpan, 
(Tuning his draughts with drowſy hums, 
As Danes carouze by kettle- drums) 
It was decreed (that poſy glean'd) 
The ſmall Familiar ſhould be wean'd. 
At this the Errant's courage quails, 
Yet, aided by his native fails, 
The bold Columbus ſtill deſigns 
To find her undiſcover'd mines: 
To th' Indies of her arm he flies, 
Fraught both with Eaſt and Weſtern prize : 3 
Which when he had in vain aſſaid; 
Arm'd like a dapper Lance- preſade, 
With Spaniſh pike he broach'd a pore, 
And ſo both made and heal'd the ſore. 
For as in gummy trees there's found! 
A ſalve to iſſue at the wound, 
Of this her breach the like was true, 
Hence trickled out a balſam too. 
But, oh! what Waſp was't that could prove 
Ravilliac to my Queen of Love? Le 
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The King of Bees, now jealous grown, 
| Left ker beams ſhould melt his throne ; 
And finding that his tribute ſlacks, 
His Burgelils and State of Wax 
. Turn'd to an oſpital; the combs 
Built raus-and-tile like beads-men's rooms, 
TERED And 
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And what they bleed, but tart and ſour 
M.atcht with my Danae's golden ſhower, 
Live honey all, the envious elf 
Stung her, *cauſe ſweeter than himſelf. 
Sweetneſs and She are ſo ally'd, 
The wee committed parricide. | 


CCT 
THAT FLEW INTO A LADY'S EYE, 

AND THERE LAY BURIED IN A TEAR. 
N "TRE TAME 


JOOR envious Soul ! what could” ſt chou tee 
In that bright Orb of purity? 
That active globe? that twinkling ſphere 
Of beauty, to be meddling there? 
Or didſt thou fooliſhly miſtake 
The glowing morn in that day-break 2 
Or was 't thy pride, to mount ſo high 
Only to kiſs the Sun and die ? 
Or didft thou think to rival all, 
Don Phaeton and his great fall? 
And in a richer ſea of brine 
Drown Icarus again in thine ? 
*Twas bravely aim'd *, and, which is more, 
Thou haſt funk tle Fable o'er and o'er. 


This reminds one of the E. of Rocheſtet's attempting to 
ſcale a lady's chariot, and failing in the attempt: 
« By Jove, ty as boldly done, | 
AI bus to attempt the chariot of he Sun, 

Aud then to tall like Phacton,” P. 
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For in the ſingle death of thee 


Thou haſt bankrupt all Antiquity, | 


O had the fair Egyptian Queen 
Thy glorious Monument once ſcen, 
How had the ſpar'd what Time forbids, 
The needleſs tottering Pyramids! g 


And, in an emulative chafe, 


tlave begg'd thy Shrine her Epitaph? 


here, when her aged marble muſt. 


Reſign her honour unto duſt, 
Thou might'ſt have canonized her 


Deceaſed Time's Exccutor ! 

To rip up ail the Weſtern bed 
Of ſpices where Sol lays his head, 
To ſqueeze the Pharnix and her neſt 
In one perfume that may write BES Ty 
Then blend the gallery of the ſkies 
With her Seraglio of eyes, 


T' embalm a name, and raiſe a tomb, 


The miracle of all to come, 

Then, then, compare it: here's a gem, 
A pearl, muſt ſhame and pity them. 

An amber drop, diſtilled by 

The ſparkling limbec of an eye, 


Shall dazzle all the ſhort eſſays 


Of rubbiſh worth and ſhallow praiſe. 
We ſtrive not then to prize that tcar, 


Since we have nought to poiſe it here. 
The World's too light. Hence, hence, we cry, 


The World; the World 's not worth a Fly. 
SQUARE-> 
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[SQUARE-CAP. BY THE SAME. 


CME hither, Apollo's bouncing girl, 
And in a whole hippocrene of ſherry 
Let's drink around till our brains do wiirl, 
[Tuning our pipes to make ourſelves merry; 
Cambridge lafs, Venus-!ike, born of the froth 
Or an old half. fi ſill'd jug of * barley- broth ; 
She, ſhe 's my miſtreis, her ſuitors are manv : 
But the ' have a Square-cap *, if c'er ſhe have any. 


Und tirft, for the pluſh- fake, the Monmouth-cap comes, 
Sha king his head like au empty bottle, 

[With his new fangled oath * by Jupiter's thumbs,” 
That to her health he l! begin a pottle: 

le tells her, that, after the death of his grannam, 

ze thall have God knows what per annum. 

But {till the replied, “ Good Sir, La-bet; _ 

If ever J have a man, Square-cap for me.” 


[hin Calot Leather-cap ſtrongly pleads, 
And would fain derive the pedigree of his faſhion 3 1 
ne Antipodes wear their ſhoes on. their heads, 
And why may not we in their imitation? 
Ya, how the foot-ball noddle would pleaſe, 
fit were but well toſs'd on Sir Thomas's lees. 
But fill ſhe replied, 4 Good Sir, La-be ; 
If ever I have a man, Square-cap for me.“ 


© With the leave of the preſent Chancellor (the Duke of. 
Maſton) all the under-graduates now wear ſquare caps. D. 
＋Contraction of Let be; i. e. Deſiſt, let me alone, 
. 3 5 5 N. xt 
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Next comes the Puritan in a Wrought- cap, 
With a long-waiſted conſcience towards a ſiſter; 
| And, making a chapel of eaſe of her lap, 
Firſt he ſaid grace, and then he kiſs'd her. 
„ Beloved,” quoth he, thou art my Text!“ 
Then falls he to Uſe and Application next. 
But then ſhe replicd, * Your Text, Sir, I 'll be; 


« For then, I am ſure, you Il ne'er handle me.“ 


But ſee where Sattin-cap ſcouts about, 

And fain would this wench in his Fellowfhip m marr! 

He told her, how ſuch a man was not put out, 
Becauſe his wedding he cloſely did carry: 

He Il purchaſe induction by ſimonx, 

And offers her money her incumbent to be. 
Bur ſtill ſhe replied, © Good Sir, La-be; 
If ever I have a man, Square-cap for me.” 


The Lawyer 's a Sophiſter by his Round-cap, 
Nor in their fallacies are they divided ; 
The one milks the pocket, the other the tap, 
Aud yet this wench he fain would have brided. 
© Come leave theſe thread-bare Scholars,” quoth he. 
And give me livery and ſeiſin of thee !* 
* But peace, John-a-Nokes, and leave your oration, 
For I never will be your impropriation. 
I pray you, therefore, good Sir, La-be : 
For it ever I have a man, Square-cap for me.” 


A SATT R E. BY JOHN HALL. 


2 AY let m 4 what do you think can I 
Be fill, while pamphlets thus like nailſtones fly 
wont mine cars? when every other day 
Such huge gigantic volumes doth diſplay, 
great Knockfergus ſelf could hardly bear, 
Thouth he can on his knee th' ale-fiandard rear, 
Fo foo ſuch paper=tyrants reign, who preſs 
Whole harmle rhymes to death, which neerthelefs 
re dog'd by worter fates, tobacco can | | 
| Uiicine-them toon to duſt, the dripping-pan 
Pack them to th” dunghill, if they grocery meet, 
They do the othce of a W pding-Heet < "+ 
How 


* This poet, who was born at Durham in Augud, 
15925, after one year ſpent at St. John's College, Cam- 
br.doge, removed to Gray's Inn, London, where he was 
called to the Bar; but entering into the politics of the Times, 
and writing on ſubjects of that ſort, he attracted the notice of 
p1liament, who ſent him into Scotland to attend Oliver 
Comwell, and afterwards diſtinguiſhed him by other marks 

zor: but being too much addicted to pleaſure, he fell a 
acrifice to its indulgence, and returning to his native city 
Durham, died there, Aug. 1, 1656. In 1646, (during his 
fot rehdence at Cambridge) being then but 19 Years of 

„he publithed his “ Horz Vacwx, or Eſſayes, 1 ſaf-- 

t proof of his abilities. His poems came out the ſame 

He publiſh ed the firſt Engliſh verfion of Longinus, 

ich he intituled © The Height of Eloquence, Lond. 1652, 

N or VII. | | E | doo. 


oy WE * 
l : * 1 


BN 
iy 725 
1 
I % 
8 1 
,=—@ 
* A 
8 * 4 
þ * 
=. 
N 
2 
2 
I 
. * 
* 4 
1 * 

+ 
=. 
« 3 

— = 
8 
RR 
a - 8 
— 
88 = 
* 7 . 
. * 
9393 
$2] 
I * 
3] 
F 
a 
3 
-— —_- 
X 
Y 
Ne. 
. "4; 937 1 
* 4 
a 
dy 2 
8% 
3 - 
* 
: 
„ 
: * 
I 
5 2 
1 
"> 4 4 
19 
7 
* 7 1 
C 4 + 
— 33 
5 1 
5 * 
- 
[1 ol 
E. 3˙* 
3 
= 
"> 2 
v 1 
3 & 3 
* 
bs . 
A 
* 
1 
8 Fl 
— 
_ - 
= 
1 . 
2 = 
8 2 
4 


ov MISCELLANY POEMS. 


How better were it for vou to remain 
(Poor quires) in ancient rags, than thus ſuſtain 


Such antick forms of tortures, than to lie 


In freating rubs, and thus unpitied fry, _ 
are common-drudges of the world, if 't chance 
A pedant mend his thoes, you muſt advance 


Sve, This he tranſlated from the Greek, as he alſo did “ He 
rocles upon the Golden Vertes oi Pythagoras ;* before which 
is an account of the ingenious tranjlator and his works, tl 


| John Davis of Kidwelly, by whom jt was publiſhed in 1609 
deo. More of him and his writings may be ſeen in Wood 
Athev. Oxon, 2d Ed. Vol. I. p. 534. The poems here r. I 

printed are taken from a little volume (thus intituled, “ PW 
ems by John Hall, Cambridge, printed by Roger Dante, - 


Urinter to the Univerfitie, 1646, for J. Rothwell at the Su : 
in Paul's Church Yard, to which in 1647 was added © Th: 


decond Booke of Divine Poems by J. H.“) which is now be. | 


Wy 


me exceedingly ſcarce, Recommendatory verſes are pr: 


Nied to it by Jo. Pawſon (his tutor), H. More, W. E 


ingham, W. Harrington, Ja. Windet, R. Marſhal!, 


| ®mithiby, and Eqw. Holland, In the ſecond part of Cle 


and's Works, 8vo. 1687, (intituled “ Clerveland Revived? þ 


which contains ſome pieces by Fletcher, Denham, Jajje! 


Wise, and Tho, Weaver, &c. fee Wood, II. p. 317.) an . 
6.0 49% weng poems by J. Hall, who ſeems to have forme 
tet on Cleiveland's model, viz. On a little Gentlemay 

On an ugly Woman, p. 298. On Parſons, the gre 


Portes; p. 302. Jo Chloris. Crather Julia] Ps 309. Vat 


Nod 0: Rents b. 315, To bis Miſtreſs, p 334. Onu 
I. ucch, P. 333. The Flight, p. 359. On a es Gla!y 
. 375. Noteto Tarveln p. 377 7 


a NT t 

To Francfort mart, and there demurely ſtand. 

Cloath'd in old fuſtian rags, and ſhake the hand 
With every grealy Dutchman, who perhaps 
Puts ve 1 th” ſelf-dame pocket with his {craps z 

Or if you into ſome blind convent fly, | 

WS \ are inquifition'd ſtraight for hereſy, 

BS Unlcſs your daring frontiſpiece can tell 

WF Nos of à relic, or brave miracle; 

Then arc vou entertain d, and deſł'd up by 
Our lady's pfalter and the rofary; 

There to remain till that their wiſdoms pleaſe 

To let vou looſe among the novices : 

Bur if you light at court, unleſs you can 

Audaciouſly claw ſome young nobleman, 

Admire the choicelt beauties of the court, 


Abuſe the country parion, and make ſport, 5 
Chalk out ſet forms of compliments, and tell } 
WW pick faſhions on which bodies might do well, 1 
No furer paints my lady, than you ſhall 
uso Jityrace irrevocably fall; 5 
But if you melt in oily lines, and ſwell 
With zmorous deep expretlion, aud can toll 
aint tales of luſt, and make antiquity 
A patron of black patches, and deny 
That perrucks are unlawful, and beſaint 
01d Jetcbel for ſhewing how to paint, 
Thea th' art my golden book, then may'ſt thou lie 
44 n'd with pluſh or ſome embroidery 
Upon her ladythip's own couch, where ne' er 
bool that talles religion dates appear: 


8 Thus 
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Thus mult ye, v wretched ſhreds, comply and bend 
To every humour, or your conſtant friend 
The ſtationer will never give you room, 
V are younger brothers welcomeſt from home. 
Yet, to ſpeak truly, 'tis your jvſt deſerts 
To run ſuch various hazards and ſuch thwarts, 
Suppoſe ye that the world 1s peopled now 
With cocknevs or old women, that allow. 
Canon to every fable; tliat can ſoon 
Perſuade themſelves the afs drank up the moon, 
That famies pinch the peccant maids, that pics | 
Do ever love to pick at witches* eves, 
That Monſieur Tom-thumb on a pin paint ay, 
That Pictrees feed the Devil nine times + a day 8 
- Yet ſuch authentic ſtories do appear 
In no worſe garb than folio, and ſtill bear 
No meaner badge than Ariſtotle's name, 
Or elſe deſcent from reverend Pliny claim; 
One in a humour gives great Homer rh' lye, 
And pleafes to annihilate poor Troy; 
Another ſcourges Virgil, *cauſc 'tis ſaid 
Ulis fiction is not in due order laid: 
This will create a monſter, this will raiſe 
A ne'cr-found mountain, this will pour out ſeas, 
This great Camillus to a reckoning calls, 
For giving fo much money to the Gauls, 
This counts how much the ſtate of Egypt made 
Of frogs that in the ſlime of Nilus laid: 
We 'il not digeſt theſe gudgeons, th? world is now 
At age, it 't do not towards dotage grow, 
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1 That ſtarch'd-out beard that firs i' the Porph'ry chair, 
ud but for 's crown 's light headed, cannot err, 
Z Bart ius has read all books, Joi. Scaliger 
nen d lately the diameter 
Into the circle Galileo's found, 
o' not dr unk, thinking that the earth ran round; 
i'rcho has tumbled down the orbs, and now 
ums tenuous air doth in their places grow; 
Vlaurolycus at length has caſt it even 
tow many pulſes journey tis to Heaven: 
\ wortd of ſuch knacks know we, think ye e then 
> 00er to pecp out than be kick d from men; 
[Wucher ve gallop in light rhymes, or chooſe 
Gently to amble in a Yorkthire proje; - 
W \\ fiction ye bring tome indigeſted news 
From Spa wiſh ſurgeons. or Italian ſtews; _ 
ether ve fhercely raiſe ſome falſe alarm, 
| And in a rage the Jan:zaries arm; | 
\\hether ve reinforce old times, and con 
| * has wind of ſtufl Adam's firſt ſuit was on; 
[Whether Eve's toes had corns; or whether he 
Did cut his beard ſpadewiſe, or like a T 
och brokage as 18 this will never do 'r, 
We muſt have matter and good words to boot, 
\nd yet how ſeldom meet they? muſt our rhymes 
Rally in tunes, but ſpeak no ſenſe like chimes ? 
| Grave deep diſcourſes full as ragged be 
As are their author's doublets, you l not ſce 
A word creep in, that cannot quickly ſhow 
-> genealogy to th' ark of Noah, | 
15 E. 3 | Or, 


54 MISCELLANY POEMS. 
Or, at the leaſt, pleads not preſcription 
From that great cradle of confuhon : 
What pamphlet is there, where ſome Arabic 
Scours not the coaſt 7 from whence you may not pic 

Some Chineſe character or myſtic ſpell, | 
| Whereon the critics for an age may dwel!, 
Where there 's ſome ſentence to be underſtood. 
As hard to find as where oid Athens ſtood : 
Why do we live, why do our pulſes beat? 
To ſpend our braveſt flames, our nobleſt heat, 
On ſuch poor trifles? to enlarge the day 

By gloemy lamps, yet for no other prey 
Than a moth- eaten radix, or to know 
The faſhion of Deucalion's mother's ſhoe ? 

It will not quit the coſt, that men ſhould ſpend 
Themſelves, time, money, to no other end; 
That people ſhould with ſuch a deal of pains 
Buy knowing nothing, and wiſemens diſdains : 

But, to prevent this, the more politic ſort 

Of parents will to handicrafts reſort, 

If they obſerve their children do produce 
Some flaſhings of a mounting genius, 

Then muſt they with all diligence invade 

Some rifing calling or ſome gainful trade, 

But it it chance they have one leaden foul 
Born for to number eggs, he muſt to ſchool, 


inet of ſome patron will engage 
Th" 2ivowfon of a neighbouring vicarage ; 
frongve hedly madly! who would make his ſwine 
Tk 54h Hounds, or hunt foxes with his kine ? 


* 10 


%%%ͤ I 
\Who would employ his ſaddle- nag to come 
And hold a trencher in the dining- room; 
Wh» would engage Sir James, that knows not what 
His caſſock 's made of, in affairs of ſtare ? 
Or pluck a Richelieu from the helm, to try 
Concluſions to ſtill children when they crv > + 
Who would employ a country ſchoolmaſter 
To conſtrue to his boys ſome new-found ftar > 
Poor leaden creatures, yet ſhap'd out to rule, 
Perpetual dictators in a fchool; 
Vor do you want your rods, though only fed 
eh ſcraps of Tully and coarfe barley bread; 
E Great threadbare princes, who like cheſs-Kings brave 
No longer than your maſters give vou leave, 
Whote large dominions in ſome brew-houſe lies. 
| Ailes command o'er you, you over boys; 

Who fill poſſeſs the lodgings next the leads, 
And cheat your ladies of their waiting-maids ; 
| Who, if forac lowly carriage do befriend, 
May grace the table at the lower end, 
Upon condition that ve fairly rife. 

At the firſt entrance af th* potato pies, 
And, while his lordſhip for ditcourſe doth call, 
You do not let one dram of Latin fall; 
But tell how bravely your young maſter wears, 
aich dogs beſt like his faney, and what ears ; 
How muck he undervalues learning, and 
Tikes pleaſure in a fparrow-haxk well mann'd; 
How oft he beats his foot-boy, and will dare 
To gallop when no ferving-man is near; 


E 4 


<6 MISCELLANY-POEMS. 
How he black berries from the buſhes caught, 
When antidoted with a morning's draught ; 
How, rather than he Il conſtrue Greek, he 11 chooſe | 
To Engliſh Ovid's Arte into profe : 
Such talk is for his lordſhip's palate, he 
Takes much de light in ſuck-like trurapery; 
But fill remember ye forbear to prefs 
Unſcafonably ſome moral ſentences, 
Take heed by all means how rough Seneca 
Sally into your talk, that man, they fav, 
Rails againſt drinking healths, and merits hate 
As ſure as Ornis mock'd a Graduate; 
What a grand ornament our gentry would 
Soon lote, if every rug-gown might be bold 
To rail at ſuch heroic feats? pray, who 
Could honour 's miſtreſs” health, if this did grow 
Once out of faſhion ? *las, fine idols they 
E'er fince poor Cheapſide Crofs in rubbith lay, 
E'er ſince the playhoutes did want their preate, 
And players lay aftcep like dormouſes, 

| Have futtcr'd too, too much, be not fo four, 

: With tender beauties they had ſent ſome power; 
Fake that away, what do you leave them; what 2: 
To marſhal fancies in a youngſer's hat. 

And well ſo too, ſince feathers were cathier'd, 
The ribbands have been to ſomè office rear d 
Tis hard to meet a Lauſpreſado, where 
Some ells of favours do not ſtrait appcar 
Plaifter'd and dawbed o'er and garnifhed, 
As feathers on a ſouthern hackney's head, 
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Which, if but tied together, m might at leaſt 
Trace Alexander's conqueſts o'er the Eaſt, 
Or. ſtitch'd into a web, fupp:y anew 
With annuary cloaks the wandering Jew. 
So learn'd an age we live in, all are now 
Furn'd poets, fince their heads with fancies 5s glows. 3 
Las, poets! yes! O bea me W itne ſa, all | 
Short-winded ballads, or whate'er may fall 
bas in the verge of three half quarters, lay, 
oduce we not more poems in a day | 
(By this account) than waves on waves do vena 
Or country juſtices falſe Engliſh ſpeak 7 
*uppote dame Julia's mefſet thinks it meet 
To drop or hold up one of 's hinder feet, 
What fvarms of ſonnets rife ! how every wit 
Capers on fuch an accident, to fit | 
Words to her fairthip's grief! But if by fate 
dome long prefumptuors flit do boldly grate 
boi. Hugu's doublet, there's a ſtir as though 
Nue mould his ancient limits overflow, 
OL tome curs'd treaſon would blow up the ſtate, 
As lure as gametters ufe to he tov late: 
But if ſome fortune cog them into love, 
lu what a fifteenth ſphere then do they move ? 
Not the leaſt tittle of a word is ſet, ED 
That is not flank'd with a ſtout epithet, 
\W hat rocks of diamonds preſently ariſe 
lu the ſoft quagmires of two ſquinting eyes ? 
tow tecth, diſcolour'd and half rotten, be 
Transformed into pearl or ivory? 
| | | | How 
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How every word 's chang'd to a fineſt note, 

And Indian gums are planted in her throat! 
Speak in good earneſt, are they not worfe than boy I 
Of four years old, to dote on painted toys ? 

Yet, O how frequent | moſt our faces ſhake 

Off their old turs, and needs will laurels take, 
That it will be no wonder to rehearfe 

The crab'deft of geometry in verſe; 

Or from the duſt of knotty Suarez ſee 

A ſtrange production of ſome poetry. 5 
But ſtay, tœo lavith Muſe, where run you“ ftar, 
Take heed your tongue bite not your cares away ; 
| Befides, you 've other buſineſs, and you might 

More titly tar with tears than gall indite. 


O N . 8 THE SAME. 


ISTIL. I. not dete i. in ine ears, 
Aerial Syrens! nor untie 
Theſe fable fetters: gde! fphercs 


Dance to aA fl ont Mar Tak 


Canld 1 but follow where. you lead 
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ro THOMAS STANLEY, ES& 
BY 1 A * SAME, 
run: in their rifing "MN ſhow, 


And ſend forth trembling flames ; but thou 


At firſt appcarance doſt difplay 
A bright and unobſcured day : 
Such as ſhall fear no night, nor ſhall 


Thy fetting be Heliacal, | 
But grow up to a ſun, and take 

A Laurel for thy Zodiac; . 

That all which henceforth ſhall ariſe. 


Wy only be thy Paraly "Fa 


T H E MORNING STAR. 
R T TH E s A M E. 


TILE herald of the morn, whoſe ray 
Being page, and uſher to the day, 
Doth mourn behind the ſun, before him Pla 


Who ſets a golden ſignal, ere 


The bat retite, the lark appcar, 
The carly cocks cry comfort, ſcreech -owls fear. 


M ho wink K. While lovers pl ght their tothy 
Then fall'ſt aflecp, while they are loth 
Yo part without a more engaging 8 oath: ; 
Steal in a mellage to the eyes 
Of julia, tell her that ſhe lies 
Too long, the lord the ſun will quickly rife. * 
| T cr 
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Y et is it midnight Rill with rac, 


i . worſe, unlets that Kinder the. 
mile day, and in my zenith ſeated be. 


But if ſhe will obliquely run, 
I needs a calenture muſt ſhun, 
And, like an n hate my fin. 


THE, E A M 5 


BY THE SAME. 


HE 1 rather N to 3 
A martyr of its purity, 


E. 


| Than that one uncouth ſoul ſhould 4 dal: * 


Its hitherto preſerved kin; 5 
And, thus reſolv'd, the thinks it good 
To write her whiteneſs in ker blood. 

But I had rather die, than er 

Continue from my foulnefs elcar; 
Nay, I ſuppoſe, by that I live 
That only doth deſtruction give; 
Madman I am, I turn mine eve 
On every fide, but what doth: ::c 

Within I can no better find, 

| Than if I ever had been blind. 

Is this the reaſon thou doſt claim 
Thy ſole prerogative, to frame 
Engines againſt thyſelf ? O fly 

Thy ſelf as greateſt enemy, 
And think thou ſometimes life wall ge 
By a ſecure contemning it. 


A 
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A POETICAL,P ARLEY 
WITH a THREADBARE C1. OAK. 


BY THOMAS JORDAN 


o AK (if I fo may call thee) though thou ut 
Mr old acquaintance, pr'ythee, now let 5 part; 
Thou wert my equal friend in Thirty-ove, © . 
But now thou look'ft like a mere hanger-on : : | 
„ | And 
Nr. Jordan was a performer be long; 17 to the company. 
at the Red Bull, and ited the part of Leoida' in the tragedy 
[ Metiliaa. He had the honour of reciting before King i 
po Arles the Firſt a poem of his own,“ at the Dedication of 
Mr, Tho. Buſhel's Rock at Euſton in Oxon, 1633, in the 
#r{on of Calliope:' :” and was one of the few players and Poets 
who lived to fee the Reftoration. In 1657 he publiſhed a co- 
meidy, intituled, „The Walks of Iflington and Hog ſton, 
with the Humours of Wooditreet Compter, and a Maſque | 
called“ Fancy's Feſtivals.“ He was alſo author of a vo- 
me, called * Wit ia a Wilderneſſe of promiſcuous Poeſie,“ 
-dereflied, „ To the liberall Lover, charitable Cheriſher, 
d pious Preſerver of Induſtry, Honeſty, chaſte Ingenuity, 
5e:ence and Civility, the much honored George Lord Biſhop 
»t St. Afhaph.” This velume is undated; but muſt have 
been publiſhed between 1660 and 1667, while Bp. Griffith 
flled the ſee of St. Aſaph. In 1668 he publiſhed “ Mo- 
ney is an Aſs,” a comedy. On the death of John Tatham 
Mr. Jordan became poet to the city of London, and regularly 
compoſed their pageants from the year 1671 to 1684, when 
it may be preſumed, he died, and was ſucceeded by Taubman. 
Another dramatic production by Mr, Jordan, called“ Love 


hath 
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And art ſo uſeleſs ro me, I ſcarce know 
Sometimes, whether I have thee on, or „ 
But this I needs muſt ſay, w hen thou goeſt from me, 


Theſe ten years thou haſt been no burthen to me- 
Let that 's thy accuſition, for if I 
Divorce thee from me, tis for levity ; 


Thou haſt abus'd my bed, that is, thou haſt 


Not kept me warm when thou wert overcalt : 
Tranſparent garment, proof againſt no weather, 


| Men wonder by what art thou hang'ſt together; ; 


Nor can the eyes of the beſt reaſon pry 


Into thy new occult geometry. 
A fellow Cr other day but caſt his eve on, 


And fv ore I went mantled i iu d: andelion:: 


Another aſk'd me, who was fomewhat bolder, 


If I did wear a love-bag on my ſhoulder; 


I fear a fire, as fair maids the ſinall-pox, 
And dare not look towards a tinder-box ; 
Nor he that ſells them wp and down, ] Know, 
If he come near it, tis but touch and go: 


hath fond out his Eves,” was once in the poſſeſion of Mr, 


ww arburton the Herald, but deftroyed by the carelethiets ot 3 


ſervam. In the little volume of Jordan's poems are ſeveral 
to and from “ his much honored Friend, Hen. Stoneſtreet, 


Sent. on Londen Bridge,” the ſame, probably, whole poems 


ate in my fiſth volume, p. 53—$1. There is alſo © an Epi- 


taph on Thomas Milward, Gent. whoſe face {by x as cen- 
ception) W as very like that of K. Charles the Firſt ;” and 4 


very gooJ one on Sir Nath. Brem, Em. LL. D. who died in 


1653. Jordan's “ Encomum on Rel Noſes has much he- 
tourous merit. N. | 


3 


APOETICAL PARLEY. 
A red- fac'd fellow frights me, though ſome fear, 
That which makes his noſe red, made my cloak bare; 
They ſay, my thick back and thin cloak — 
| Very like powder'd beef and vinegar. _ 
Another vow'd (whoſe tongue had no reftriion) 
I: was no garment, but the poet's Soon, 
Did ever man diſcover ſuch a knack, _ 
To walk in querpo w ith a cloak on 's back? 2 
A very zealous brother did begin 
To jeer, and ſay,“ Sir, your original ſin 
Is not waſh'd out, (pray do not take it ill) 
1 ſee vou wear your father's fig-leaf ſtill,” 
A icholar (in an elevated thought) 
Proteſted, „ *twas the web Arachne wrought, 
When the contended with Minerva "6 but : 
Another raſcal had his finger cut, 
And begg'd a piece to wrap about it; thus 
You fee, kind Cobweb, how they laugh at us: 
Good cambric lawn depart, let me not be 
For ever, thus fetter'd in tiffany : | 
Although I never yet did merit praiſe, 
1 'd rather have my ſhoulders crown'd with bay „ 
Than hung with cypreſs, if this fortune be 
Always dependent upon poetry, 
| would my Kinder deſtiny would call 
Me to be one o th” decks of Blackwell hall ; 
For though their caſy ſtudies are more dull, 
Let what they v ant in wit they have in wool. 
Once more farew ell, theſe are no times for thee 3 
Thick civake are only fit for eee, 
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The only cloaks that now are moſt in faſhion, 
Are Liberty, Religion, Reformation PS 

All theſe are fac'd with zeal, and button'd down 

With jewels dropp'd from an imperial crown: 

Ile that would cloak it in the new tranſlation, 

Nluſt have his taylor cut it pu! !pit-faſhion. 

Do not appear wwhin the city, there 
They mind not what they are, but what men wear: 
The habit ſpeaks the man; how canſt thou thrive, 

Where 2 good cloax's a reprefentative ? 

"The females will not wear thee, t they put on 

Such cloaks as do obſcure the rifing ſun. 
How canft thou hope for entertainment, when 

Women make cloaks even of committee- men? 

Farewell poor coverwit, upon this brier 
] 'll hang thee up, if any do enquire, 
\Where his brains were, that let his cloak there ſwing, 
Tell them his wits are gone a woolk-gathering. 


THREE EPIGRAMS, BY = JORDAN, 


UR God and Soldicr we s alike SY 
Juſt at the brink of ruin, not before: 
The danger paſt, both are alike requited ; 
_ God is forgotten, and the Soldier ſlighted. 
a. RANT is, they ſay, indicted for a Wit: 
To which he pleads “ Not Guilty;“ and is quit. 
3. A CAVALIER did, in a highway theft, 
Loſe one of 's ams, but bis s hand was ft. 


TO 
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0 THREE AMIABLE SISTERS, 


WITH HAMMOND' S LOVE ELEGIES. 


BY M R. K Y N A 8 1 0 N. 

NEVER BEFORE PRINTED. 

E AD here the pangs of unſucceſsful Love; 
| And oh ! let-pity your ſoft boſoms move. 
I Ing Hammond, hapleſs youth! for Delia burns, 
WT he plaintive Iluſe in ſweeteſt accents mourns : 
hat Belle ſo favage, but their force mult own? 
What heart that melts not, but an heart of ſtone? 
A Read then, and hſten to the Muſe's voices 
Wc this example ſanctify your choice. 
W Wicn the fond vouth his paſſion ſtrives to prove, 
. Br Hammond's f vmproms try the force of love : 
3 Mul well che tpeaking eye, th' impaſtion'd tear, | 


Vic pulſe quick-throbbing, and the tigh fincere. | 
Tien, then be banifh'd every meaner gueſt, 

Nor avatice, nor ambition, fire your breatt. 

I Ye tairexr Delias! chule the better part, 

Vor ipht the youth who gives you all his heart; 
bur crown with mutual love the generous flame, 
And happier Hammonds mall record your nance, 


17555 | | 
* Fellow of Brazen Noſe College, Oxford. To this gen 
ſtleman I am happy thus publicly to return thanks ſou ley 


[Plging communications aud vietul hints 1 111 the DProgrels vt 


dae fe volumes. N. 
+ Miſs Catharine Dathwond, who died Feb. 17, 47799 
Jene 01 the bed- chamber Womens BO Queen. N. 
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1 00 A * bo HH NW. L A D 7 4 
ON HER PRESENTING THE Av THOR 


WITH A LOCK OF HER nein. 
BY THE s A M k. 


T H E Poets (fabling tribe 1) aver, 
That once the ruthleſs God of War, 
(Who, bred amid the din of arms, 

Defy'd the power of Beauty's charms, | 
And long had, proudly, {corn'd to wear 
The pleaſing fetters of the Fair) 

truck with the graceful ait and mien, 
And rofeate bloom of Cyprus' Queen; _ 

| His ſavage fiercenels all torbore, 2 
Subdued by Venus' magic lore ; 

And ſoon became, her power to prove, 

A convert to the force of Love, 
The wily Goddets then, tis faid, 
All with an heavenly-temper'd braid 

Of net-work, circled him around, 
And to her ſnowy boſom bound ; 
Secur'd the conqueſt of her eves, 

And, by the rulers of the ſkies, ; 

From the fierce God of War fo tam'd, 
Thenceforth was BEAUT 's 5 Goppess nam . 
Thus fay the Poets — who in fiction, | 
In figure, and in contradiction 


Ty 


TO A YOUNG LADY, 
To all the laws of modeſt Nature, 
Trick out a ſtrange romantic creature, 
Which, after all they quaintly feign, 
No where exiſts, but in the brain. 

light I the genuine truth reveal, 

And would you liſten to the tale; 

Would you, indulgently, ſupply 
Whate'er I paſs in filence by — 

Whoſe was the dull, inſenſate breaſt, 


Wo ſoon became, that power to e 
5 convert to the force of love: 
Would you conceive who 'tis I W 
The reſt * twere eaſy to explain: 

The heavenly net - work, Venus' ſnare, | 
Was this — A RINGLET OF HER Haix; 
And She, to give her ALL her due, 

Some faint reſemblance was of — You.” 


1755. 
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E ſerious few, who read this ſacred ground, | 
In penſive Meditation's awectul-round, 
Regard this ſpot ; nor check the ſtarting tear; 
A Youth, whoſe merits claim it well, hes here : 
One who had ſcarce the joys of manhood tried; 
He found them fading, clos'd his eyes, and died. 
1765. | 
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Which Beauty's power, at length contefs'd — 


EPITAPH ON A FRIEND. 
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10 THE INGEN1OUS AND LEARNED 


DO TOR MATANASIUS 


o HIS MOST ELABORATE COMMENTARY 
OX THE EXCELLENT MASTER-PIECE. 
OF AN UNKNOWN AUTHOR #, 


= * LORD BOLINGBROKE. 


RE AT Nlatanafe, in queſt of this rich ore 


You holde have launch'd out new worlds t' exp lo 

You? ve found a fruittu! ſoil by none vet trod, 
| Referv'd for heroes, or ſome demi-god. 

The product here you 've bravely made your Own, 
And by alt title you deferve a Crown 

No 

* Prefixcd to the fixth edition of the“ Chef &'Ocuvre 
«un Inconnu. Ala Have, 1732. — Of this work ne 
ful Wing account iS given bo M. Camulat, in his „ Cr pc 
© Hiftory of Journals: „ Peu de I:vres ont cu le ſecet 
4 du Chef d' Oeuvre d'en Inconnu.* La Pretace de la 
« premiere Edition nous fait comprendre que le commentair 
„ du Chef d Oeuvre' eft imits d'après cette vaſte compilation 
4 de notes qui fit. naltte ea 1512 le Pervigilium Veners 
« ſous la forme d'vn gros“ Variorum,” a la Haye cher 
«& Scheurler. Le © Pervicihium' eſt une piece à la ver:te plus 
66 importante que la chanſon de ©Catin Catos:' mais 4 
« falloit repandre le ridicule tur une compilation ou Ion trove 
&« vit beaucoup d'inutilitts, Peu de pertonnes ſavent que It 
4 plan de commentaire de Maitre Matauaſe ſar le © Chet 
„ {Oecuvre 


TO DOCTOR MATAN ASIUS. 6 


eo undiſput ted monarch govern'd vet, 
unn univerſal {way, the realms of Wit: 


ones fe fir 3 table au commencement de Fannce 17 14, 
_ @ CLINQq on ſix amis, qui la plupart travailloient alors au 
W -remier Journal L:teraire. M. Themiſcull fot charge de 
W « | ccution, et revikt adm rablement. Ce que je viens de 
b raporter peut expl! quer ce Gu'a din Auteur de I' Etat de 
4 © 1 hommc' dans le peché or' rigirel.“ Cet Auteur a cru deſho- 
* norer le (C het d'Ocurre en difant, © que cen ẽtoit qu un 
3 ftot de vint et quatre Wake cone a table entre la poire et * 
. 1 e froma ge. Un tel me pris ne ſert qu'aà micux falre Veloge 
[4 le ce Ch et d' Oeuvre net de Con Auteur“ 

je do:s remarquer encore 31 occaſion du Chef enen 
que le Iz ectat teur” Anglo! S8. A 'TAC he de I'? \miter par une ; 
* chanſon 98 Met Wit ſe deterree dans quelque ancien Manu- 
* (cript, et qu'il ac on r.pagne de notes qui conſiſtent unique 


ment en ces legons connues chez les ſavans ſous le nom 


ce © Varlantes.“ Vois “ Speareur,” tom. V. 15 diſcours. 
« Mais queile difference entre Vimitation er Vor:ginal! La 
* chanſor et e comme: ta re de l Ang! os n'ont rien d'agre- 
able et de duaut 1 le fro:d de I orig! zal cit tdellement 
„ conſerve Cans la traduction qu'on nous a donnce du“ Spec 
„tateur.“ Hiſtoire Crit: qu e des Jovroaux „ tom. II. p. 152. 
„n. r. A Amſterdam, 1734. — The Englith reader will 
rect that the writer 15 a Frenchman; and that a Frenche . 
an has no id-a of the 4 y Englith humour, in which Ad- 
en (tor © The Critique“ referred to is his) fo eminently 
Called, For the commun: cation of theſe remarks, and the 
Prem which gave r.& to them (which 1 had barely mentioned 
I. IV. p. 324), I am indebted to „Nr. Kynaſton.— The 
deter alluded to (NA ewas publiſhed Avgutt <9, 1712 3 
tue Con mentarg Wine © Chef Dern” not Lill 1714. N. 
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Nature could never ſuch expence afford; 
Each ſeveral province had a ſeveral lord: 
But now, become extravagantly kind, 
With all ker treaſures ſhe adorns your mind : 
Her different powers are here united found, 
And you Wit's unirerfal monarch crown'd. 
Your mightv ſway your great deſert ſecures, 
And every Muſe and every Grace is yours. 
To none confin'd, by turns vou all enjoy; 
Sated with this, you to another fly : 
So, Sultan like, in your ſeraglio ſtand, 
Whilſt withing Muſes wait for your command: 
Thus no decay, no want of vigour find; 
Sublime your fancy, boundleſs is your mind: 
Not all the blaſts of Time can do you wrong; 
Young, ſpite of age; in ſpite of weaknels, ſtrong : 
Time, like Alcides, ſtrikes vou to the ground; 
You, like Antcus, from each fall rebound. 


Hex ICs DE BOLINGBROKE, ANNA @ Secreti. 


THREE POEMS BY COWLEY. 
1. DE FELICI PARTU REGINZE MARLE®, 


D UM more antiquo jejunia feſta coluntur, 
Et populum paſcit relligioſa fames, 

Quinta beat noſtram ſoboles ſormoſa Mariam: 
Jene iterum nobis, late December, ades. 

„„ Ite, 

* From the « <TNNA14, fire Muſarum Cantabrigien- 

« um Concentus ct Congratulatio, ad ſereniſſimum Brian» 

6 nzarva 


ON THE BIRTH OF PRINCESS ANNE. 21 

le, quibus luſum Bacchuſque Cereſque miniſtrant, 

Et riſum vitis laerß ma rubra movet. 
Nos ſine letitię ſtrepitu, ſine murmure lati x : 

Ipfa dies novit vix ſibi verba dari. 
Cum corda arcana ſaltant feſtiva chorea, 

Cur pede vel tellus trita frequente ſonet? 

Quidye bibat Regi, quam perdit turba, ſalutem? 
| vint mea pro tanto ſobria vota viro. . 
| Code mihi, non ſunt, non ſunt ea gaudia vera, 
e nunt pompa g gaudia vera ſua. 


© naiarum Regem Carolum, de quinta ſua ſobole {Princes 
10 Anne , clariſſim Principe, ſibi nuper feliciſſimè nata. Can- 


5 


„tahriglæ, 1627.” I doubt not but it will prove a pleaſing 
amuſemeut to the curious reader, to trace the firſt dawnings 
of genius in ſome of our firit-rate poetic characters; and to 
compare them with the eminence they aſterwards atta:ned to, 
and the rank they at laſt held among their brethren of the 
laorcl. Some early ſpecimens of Dryden's genius have already 
bcen given, vol. I. p. 181; and vol. II. p. go. Thoſe of Cow- 
her, here printed, abound with ſtrokes of wit, ſome true, but 
the far greater part falſe; which thoroughly eharacteriſe the 
writer, and may be juttly pronounced to point out his genius 
dach manner, in miniature. K. — This ſpecies of entertains 
meat the kind attention of Mr. Kyrafton (the friend to whom 
Ll owe theſe remarks) enables me confiderably to extend, by 
furniſhing the earlieſt poctical productions of ſome writers 
who are now univerſally looked up to as excellent; none of 
which are to be found in any edition of their reſpective works. 
In fuch juvenile performances, it is well obſerved by an ad. 
mrable critic, „the abſurd conceits and extravagant fancies 
« are the true ſeeds and germs, which atterwards ripen, by 
& proper culture, into the moſt luxuriant harveſts,” See An» 


nua! Re: Siner, 1779. P. 88. 


F 4 Vicis- 
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VictsTt1 tandem, viciſti, caſta Maria ; 
Cedit de ſexu Carolus ipſe ſuo. 

A te lic vinci magnus quam gaudeat ille! 
Vix hoſtes tanti vel ſuperaſſe fuit. 

Jam tua plus vivit pictura; at proxima fiet 
Regis, et in methodo te peperiſſe juvat. 
O bona conjugii concors diſcordia veſtri! 

O ſanta hæc inter jurgia vetus amor! 

Non Carolt puro reſpirans vultus in auro 
Jam populo (et notum eſt quam placet ine) placet. 

: Da venta: n, hic omnes nimium quod fimus av ally. 

Da venlam, his animos quod ſatiare nequis. 
Cimque (ted ò noſtris fiat lux ſetior annis) 

Tn currum afcendas læta per aſtra tuum, 

Natorum in facie tua viva et mollis imago 

| Non minus in terris, quàm tua ſculpta, regat. 

ABRAHAMUS COWLEY, T[rin]. C{oll]. 


2. IN FELICISSIMAM REGINE MARIE, 
FERTILITATEM®. 


ATURZ@ facies renovatur quolibet anno, 
Et ſeſe mirùm fertilis ipſa parit. 
Sic quoque Naturæ exemplar Regina, decuſque, 
In fœtu toties fe videt ipſa novam. 
Penè omnem ſignas tam ſxpe puerpera menſem, 
Et cupit a partu nomen habere tuo. 
Quzeque tuos toties audit Lucina labores, 
Vix ipſa in proprio ſæpiùs Orbe tumet. 


* From the “ Voces Votive ab Academicis Cantabrigi- 
« enſibus pro noviſſimo Caroli et Mariz Principe Filio, 
et emilix. Centabrigiæ, 1640. K. | 
OP Tecundam 


0 


cn THE BIRTH OF THE DUKE. 75 
Feecundam ſemper ſpectabis Jane, Mariam, 
Sive hac five illa fronte videre voles. 
Diicite, ſubjecti, officium : Regina Marito 
Annua Jam toties ipſa tributa dedit. 


BW DUM Wii à ſanctis non "RO Carolus aris, 


Principis occurrit nuntia fama novi. 
Non mirum, exiſtat cum proximus ipſe Tonanti, 
Vicinum attingunt quod citd vota Dum. 
Non mirum, cuin fit tam ſanctà mente precatus, 
Quad precibus me:ces tam properata venit. 
Factura òô longum nobis jqqunia feſtum ! 
O magnas epulas exhibitura fames! 
En fundunt gemitum et lacrymarum flumina; j turbam 
Cum Regina ipſam parturutie putes. 
| Credibile eſt puerum populi fenfulle dolores; 
Edidit hine mœſtos flebilis ipſe ſonos. 


A. COWLEY, A. B. luv! ctall. 


„ UPON THE HAPPIE BIRTH OF THE Duk E“. 


HI EST the rude Nor Charles his low wen 
goth call, ng 

Whilſt warre is fear'd, and conqueſt hop'd by all, 

| The ſeverall ſhires their various forces lend, | 

And ſome do mien, ſome gallant hories tend, 

dome ſteel, and {ome (the ſtronger weapon) gold: 

Thele warlike contributions are but old. 


* Henry, who was declared by his father Duke of Glow” 5 
eefter in 1641, but not fo created till May 13, 1659. He 
died September 73, 1660, —The verlies are taken trom the | 


« Voces Vativz,” & age N. 
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That countrey learn'd a new and better way, 


Which did this royall Prince for tribute pay. 
Who ſhall henceforth be with ſuch rage poſſeſt, 
To rouſe owi Engliſh Lion from his reſt 5 


When a new ſonne doth his bleſt ſtock adorn, 
Then to great Charles is a new armie born. 


In private births hopes challenge the firſt place: 
There 's certaintic at firſt in the King's race; 3 
And we mav fav, Such will his glories be, 
Such his great acts, and, yet not propheſic. 
I fee in him his father's boundleſſe ſprite, 
 Powerfull as flame, yet gentle as the light. 
I fee him through an adverſe battel thruſt, 
| Bedeck'd with noble ſweat and comely duſt. 


I ſee the pietie of the day appeare, 


Joyn'd with the heate and valour of the yeare, 


Which happic Fate did to this birth allow: 

I ſce all this; for ſure 'tis preſent now. 

Leave oft then, London, to accule the ſtarres 

For adding a worſe terrour to the warres ; 

Nor quarrell with the heavens, cauſe they beginne 
To ſend the workt effect and {ſcourge of finne, 
That dreadful! plague, which, whereſoe're 't abide, 
Devours both man and each diſeaſe befide. 

For every life which from great Charles does flow, 


And 's female ſelt, weighs down a crowd of low 


And vulgar fouls: Fate rids of them the earth, 


To make more room for a great Prince's birth. 


So when the Sunne, after his watrie reft, 
Comes daacing from his chamber ot the caſt, 


A thouſand 


ON THE BIRTH OF THE DUKE. 75 
A thouſand pettie lamps ſpread ore the ſkie, 
| Shrink in their doubtfull beams; then wink, and die: 
vet no man grieres; the very birds ariſe, | 
And fing glad notes in ſtead of elegies: 

The leaves and painted flowers, which did erewhile 
remble with mournfull drops, beginne to ſmile. 

The loſſe of many why ſhould they bemone, | 

Mo for them more then many have in one? 

How bleſt muſt thou thy ſelf, bright Mary, be, 

Who by thy wambe canſt bleſſe our miſerie ? 

Nav 't H be fruitfull! May your offspring too 

Spread laigely, as your fame and virtues do! 

Fill erery ſeaſon thus: Time, which devours 

I:'; own ſonnes, will be glad and proud of yours. 

0 will the year (though ſure it weart'd be | 

Vith often revolutions) 8 t gs {ce 

The kwnout by ſuch births it doth ſs. | 

Jo, to return into it fe'f again, 


A, en A. B. Ain]. Cralll. 


EPIGRAM®, BY MR. WALLER. 
| NOT PRINTED IN HIS WORKS. 
EDIBUS emigrans ſolitis, comitatus inermi 


Rex turba, hmplex et diadema gerens, 
cee redit bino Carolus diademate cinctus; 


ec ubi nuda dedit pompa; quid arma dabunt? | 
| | Ep. WALLER, Armiger, Coll. Regal. 


From „Rex Redux;” being Cambridge verſes on the. 
turn of Charles I. from Scotland, aſter his coronation there 


| 033 See Gentleman's Magazine, 1780, p. 216. N. 
Ho „„ 
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' ON THE BIRTH OF THE PRINCESS MARV. 
BY MR. EDWARD KING+. 


UALIS ab Oceano, rerum qui ſemen et auctor, 
| Exurgit laxis rubicunda Aurora capillis, 
Exhilaratque novo perfuſum lumine mundum, 
Infantémque diem promit, cœlümque ſerenat, 
Nigrantes faciens non ſponte rubeſcere nubes 
Purpureis victas radiis: fic parvula nobis 
Princeps, Lucinz ac cœli dulciſſima cura, 
Regine ex utero prodit, magnæque ſuperbaà 
L nos luce beat, rugaſque reſolvit 


Fldeſt daughter of Charles I. afterwaids Princeſs 4 
| Orange, and mother of William the Third, It is remarkable 
that this Princeſs was married before the was ten vears old, 
being born Nov. 4, 1631, and married May 2, 1641. D. 
'+ From. the Genethliacum illuſtriſumorum Principum 
4 Caroli et Marix i Muſis Cantabrigienſibus celebratum. 
« Cantabrigiæ, 1631.“ —The Publick will be pleaſed to find 
here ſome of the earlieſt poetical pieces of Edward King, of 
Chriſt's College, Cambridge, that excellent youth, whoſe un- 
timely death (for “ he was drowned in his paſſage from 
Chetter on the Irith ſeas”) gave occaſion to the admirable 
« Lycidas”-of Milton. How well — * He knew 
5 Himleli to ſing, and build the lofty rhyme,” 
the elegant ſpecimens here given abundantly teſtify; of which 
it is not caſy to determine whether his Hezaracters, his Alcaic 
Ode, or his Iambics, have the greater ſhare of merit. Even 
his Epigrams, allowing the matter of them to de truly ep 
grammatic, thew the hand of a maſter; and the whole of his 


performances prove lim to be poſleſſed of a genius which wi 
by no means over-rated, though hon oured Will the attention 
. | and the {riendiliup of Milton. N. | Crile 
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Criſpantes frontem, et contracti nubila vultüs. 
Ximirum partu datus eſt Tibi, Carole, primo 
Virt',tis, Regni, et generofi Nominis Heies, 
Qu! regat invictos matura ætate Britannos. 

W liunc verò (voluit ſic pronuba Diva) laborem 
ume Tibi, ſoboles Borbunum auguſta Maria; 
W Quo ft nempe tui non infima gloria ſexüs. 

lufantis blandum hoc caput et cunabula cernis, 

Eximii teneros qui fervant corporis artus ? 

Lie abdunt aur! terre nigra viicera venas : 

Sic folis facies nebulis elucet amicta: 

| Laftea contemptas he gemma intermicat algas. | 

Non pretium, non artis honos, non igneus aſtri 
Saen tor, ct undantes aurato ſyrmate veſtes _ 
Vales nobilitant cunas : ſed corpus in illis, 
E: prctioſorum en nembrorum Sloria, et horror 
If: us, et {acr! cogens reverentia vultũs. 
Regia progenies, cui fata volentia flecti 


Cœeieſii ex auto neverunt ſtamina vitæ, 

biopitii et risète dii, multoque farore 

rulſerunt placida opt atis natalibus altra; 

Creſce vigenti ævo, facilique utare ſenectà, 

| Currenteſque æquent virtutes paſſibus annos. 

Has dotes, ni me Phœbca oracula fallant, 
Et Natura tibi, et donabit prodigus ascher. 

Ipſa Venus roſeo far mabit pollice co: pus, 

Et Nymphlz digitis fingentes membra venuſtis 

Ornatum nativum addent, inque ore ſedebunt 
c tibi Charites: oculorum nobile fulgur, 
WW D-atis ebur, frontis nix, non mentita genarum 
Ek rs Purpura, 
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Purpura, quæcunque et divine gratia forme eſt, 
Sponte Tibi, Princeps, inerit: præcordia Pallas, 
Limabit, Muſæ linguam, Saturnia Juno 
 Magniticum dabit inceſſum; vis ignea mentis 
Cognatum in cœlum flammato ardore feretur. 
Tandem juſta tux cum vitæ adoleverit ætas, 
Extcrno Regi, felicis lumine tædæ, 

Tunc fauſtus te junget Hymen, przgnanſque frequenti 
Ioſa pucrperio «litabis Regibus orbem. 

Fama tuum tollet nomen gemmantibus alis, 
Atque ub: mors veniet, Superis plaudentibus ipſis, 
Stella nova in cœlo virtute evecta nitebis. 


DE PREMATURO REGINZ ENIXT. 


MIR ARIS, quòd Te, illuftris Regina, levarit 
Tam feſtinanti Conjuga Juno manu, 
Er prematuræ compulſam in lumina vitae 
Natu:a {obulem tic properante, paris? 
Regius liic ortus, verẽquæe heroicus : ipſis 
. Pleb»11s juſto menſe licet parere. 
Diilefto Cæſar Romanus ventre parentis 
Prodiit, et vitam de moriente tulit. 
Tu viva edũxti prarepto tempore prolem: 
Haud potuit naſci nobiliore modo. 


* KIx o, Coll. Cbriſti Socius, 


ON 
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ON THE KING'S RECOVERY FROM THE 
MEASLES *, BY MR. E. KING, 


'ORS illa miſera, et durus Epimethei ſtatus, . 
(Inauſpicatà qui reclusa pyxide 
Totum per orbem cundcta diffudit mala) 
Attingit omnes, quos parens tellus alit. f 
Torquet catena ferrea immitis Dolor; 
Deturbat animum vanus et præceps Furor; 
Carnifice nullum liberum Cura caput. 
Jubila, triumphos, gaudia minuunt Febres, 
Alacriſque frangunt mentis ardentem 1impetum. 
Annos volantes turba Morborum incitat, | 
Suamque vitae ſeva brevitatem invidet, 
Eterna tanquam sëcla pertimeſceret. 
Pars nulla noſtri corporis morbo vacat; 
Et mille ſentit oculus ægritudines. 3 
Et cum juventæ blanda mors pepercerit, 
Longa ſenectus morte perimit indices. 
Conditio vite nulla, quin fati parem 
deveritatem, AC tetricas leges ferat: 
Iplosque Reges jura Parcarum premunt, 
Morbilque quatiunt ; regnat in Reges febris, 
Eoſque cogit tremere, quos orbis tremit. 


* From the © Anthologia in Regis Exanthemata: ſeu 
© Gratulatio Muſarum Cantabrigienſium de ſeliciſſimè con— 
4 lervata Regis Caroli valetudine, Cantabrigiz, 1632.“ K. 
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Chari bonique non ſalutem Principis 


Vis ulla ſceptri ſervat, aut oftri nitor, 


Altique fulgor gemmeus diademaris ; 

Sed cura cali, et maximi favor Dei. 

Floret ſalute Principis Popul: falus, 

Idemque morbus Regis et Regni : vigens 

Et vegeta falvo Rege ſtat Reſpublica; 

Illo jacente pallet, ac languens cadit : 

Nam corpus angit maximè Capitis Dolor, 

Cum rediit almum Regi vultus jubar, 

Quod nube furva texerat morbus gravis, 
Meroris abeunt peſſimæ caligines, 
Exul profundam triſtitia noctem petit, 
Gaudiaque geminat ſolida poſt morbum falus, 
Et ſanitatem firmat, ut Medici ferunt: 

Tuamque firmer, Carole, quem nuper ferox | 

Violare morbus auſus; at vitze tamen 

Ut in periculum venires, noluit. 

Inopina venit, vid: it, ac fugit | Febris ; 

Medicina nempe, vota populi fervida, 
Precumque thura, et lacry marum balſama : 
Cui foli habemus gratias, Medicus, Deus. 


k. Kix c, Coll. Cbrifti Sociur 


ON 


I  } 


ON THE BIRTH OF JAMES DUKE or 3 
SON OF KING CHARLES THE FIRST*. 


BY "a . . 


— — Aer 
Felicitatis conſcia et tenax ſux, _ 
Jam glortari ccepit, ere Jum caput 
In aſtra torquens. Juſta ſat animos dabat 
Superbiendi cautz, gemini Caroli, 
Geminæ Mariz : And illa jam tandem ſibi 
Utroque ſexu viſa erat Gives fatis ; 
Nec ergo votis protinus cœlum ſuis. 
Lacsſſere auſa, definere voluit precum, 
Non immodeſto læta ſub ſilentio. 
Sed antevertit numinis facilis favor 
Nlatuta nondum vora, et infantis preces, 
Vas paſſa nondum eſt copia ut adoletcerent, 
In gratias abire lætitiæ indices, 
Teneraſque ſpes in gaudium ſolidum, jubet. 
Paremus, et gaudemus, et quo poſſumus | 
Thure veneramur Principis cunas novi. 
Urbs illat, primus Arctica ſplendor Plage, 
Elata faſtu, et nunc tuo tumens s Duce, 


* From the Dvcis Eboracenſis Faſciz i Muſs Carta- 
briglenſibus raptim contextæ. Cantabrigiæ, 1633.” K. 
+ Eboracum. D. 


3 Vor, VII. + IS: | Domi 
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Domina videtur vix ſibi Auguſta “ minor: 
Totique regno gloriz fulgor ſux 

Apparet orbe major: . 

Et cunCta regna vincimus, quaquà jacit 

Flag rante curru flammeam Phœbus facem 1 
Nam parcus illis regius ſanguis fluit; 

"mY rannidem queruntur, aut bello fremunt. 
Regina macte, tot neque jugalis tori 

Pigeat laborum, noſtra quibus oritur quies, 

Tituloſque comple Regiæ ſoboli datos. 


CUM regno indulges prolem, Regina Maria, 
Ingenii et nobis vim paris inde novam; 

Non in monte ſopor, non laurus morſa poetas 
Nos, aut Pyrenes pallida lympha facit; 

Non Phœbi, inſanos quæ vates entheat, aura: 
Sed Lucina Tui ſic repetita tori. 

Mnemoſyne Muſas peperit fœcunda novenas : 

Hæc in Te meruit fabula ficta fidem. | 

De Jovis.exiluit Pallas vix una cerebro: 

As utero prodit multa Minerva tuo. 


Ed. ko, Coll. Chriſt Cocius, art. = 


* Londinio. Kin. 2 
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ON TIIE BIRTH OF PRINCESS ELIZABETH *, 
| BY:MK KB: EET N G. 


AD. REGINAM, ET. ILLUSTRISSIMAM. INFANTEM, 
ln PEPERIT V CALEND. JANUAR, | 


[TESCIT auræ blandior halitus, 

Er bruma partũs conſcia regu . 
Frigus remiſit, vinculiſque 
Peræcipitant fluvii ſolutis. 


TED „ *G* 
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Regina, quintæ jam ſobolis Parens, 
Lucina cujus fauſta laboribus 
Conſtanter indulget ſalutem; 


Quid Tibi tot populi rependent 


Fœcunditatis præſidio tuæ 
Securiores, milite quam truci, 
Circumflui aut fluctu profundi, 
Aut ratibus numero tremendis ? 
actare vires, Galle, ſoles tuas, 
NMolem que regni nobilis integram; 
Hiſpanus auro vincit orbem, 
Et tremor eſt utriuſque ſolis: 
NMunita condunt oppida Teutones; 
„ Audasx ſuperbit Belgia navibus; _ 
Et tancta majeſtas Cathedre 
Dat placidam Italie quietem: 


From the „ Carmen natalitium ad cunas illuſtriſſimæ 
* Principis Eliſabethæ decantatum intra Nativitatis Dom. 
„ ſolennia per humiles Cantabrigiæ Mulas. Cantabrigix, 
N 1635. X. | 
G 2 Faccunda 
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Fœcunda Princeps nos Britonas beat, 
Et conjugalis fidus Hymen tort, 


Ac tutids, Regum, aula fulgens 
Sanguine, quam rutilantis oltr}. 


Tu matte proles fiderea, et liedt 
Vagire cunis parvula ſplendidis 
 Digneris, ut {urgas ad annos 
Floridior, tibi fata debent ! 
Auguſta ſurgas glona virginum, 
Captoſque Reges luminibus trahens, 
Magnoque ſponſo nupta, et ipſa 
Purpureos paritura reges! | 


Ep. KiNG, Call. Chriſti Socha. 


ON THE BIRTH OF A PRINCESS, 


THE FIFTH CHILD OF CHARLES 1.* 


| JJ 
1 vere terra jam pandit ſinum, 
Glebaſque molles ſolvit, et ſolis novi 
Refecta radiis, roribuſque gemmeis, 
Auraque Zephy ri blandiore, ſemina 
Commilia reddit, atque fœcundum tumens 
LH undit herbas, ſurculos, florum comas. 


® From the © EYNQala, five Muſarum Cantabrigienſium 
Concentus et Gratulatio ad ſereniſuimum Britanniarum Re- 


gem Carolum, de quinta P ſua fobole, clarithima Principe, 


fbi nuper feliciſſimè nat. Cantabrigiz, 1637.“ K. 


+ This does not agree with the fiſth line of p. $3. 4 ꝗquintæ 


1 


{ —fſobolis—"in 1637. But one perhaps was dead. D. 
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Et Tibi, Maria, candidi veris tepor 1 
Laxavit uterum, Tuque vita Chloride 
Conjuge Favoni, quæ cluet florum Dea, 
Formoſiora lilia, et roſas paris. 
Regina macte: Principibus ex Te ſatis 
Diteſcat orbis, lacteaſque Virgines 
Dona maritis Regibus : ſanguis tuus 
Spargatur, ingens qui patet mundi plaga, 
Populiſque pacem ſanciat frequens H\ men. 
Nec Tu, Maria, Carolo ponſo invide 
Viros feroces, arma, fulmineas rates: 
Ju ventre preſtas, quicquid Ille claſſibus. 
Si regna niunis; et ſenatũs integri 
5 Facunditati conſilia cedunt tuæ. 
Ep. KixG, Coll. "_ Focius. 


oN THE SAME OCCASIO N* 
'BY MR. COTTONF+. 


| "ARS filet, et toto ludit pax aurea cœlo, 
| | Cum cingit teneram faſcia prima Deam. 
Eſt Venus in cunis : poſuit ſua murmura Mavors, 
Ne Veneris ſomnum læderet ipſe ſur, 
Ergo verecundi tenuère ſilentia venti? | 
Et tu Mula ſirepis? garrula Muſa, tace, 
Joaxx. CoTToON, AI. et beres Tuo. 9 
Corrox Baronetti, Coll. Magd. 


* From the fans collection + EYNQAIA, Ke. Canta- 

So %% R 3 
of whom, ſee vol. I. P. 139. and vol. II. p. 154. N. 
G3 35 
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on THE DEATH OP 
GEORGE DUKE OF ALBEMARLE. 
BY NATHANAEL IEE. 


» A* IS E, ye ghoſts of ancient Heroes, fled 
„ To ſhades below, 
Where all things huſh'd in ſilenee gently flow; 
Forſake awhile the manſions of the Deads 
In all your honours mantled, 
With all your glories garnithed, 
Wich laurels crown'd, draw near, 
Approach with panic fear; 
Come all, with jealous wonder come, 
And, kneeling, bow your heads before our General's tomy, 


Bow : left his powerful manes ſhould tart torth; 
And, lightning all around, 
Your formal pomp coniound ; 
And totally eclipſe your glimmering worth, 


* From the “ Mufarum Cantabrigienſium Threnodia in 
« bitum incomparabilis Herois ac Ducis illuſtriſſimi Georgii 
« Pucis Albzmarte [General Monk] regiarum copiarum 
« Archiftrategi, Regis, et Regnorum Magnz Britanniæ feli- 
„ c:iſhmi Reſtauratoris. Cantabrigiz, 1670.” Theſe verſes 
are highly characteriſiic of the genius of the author ; which, 
as has been properly obſerved, vol. I. p. 47, was © turgid, unt 
66 ridled, and apt to break the bounds of lene,” K. 


Yout 


ON THE DUKE OF ALBEMARLE. 
- Your urns decay, your honours die, 
Nor can your memory 
Flouriſh eternally; HE 
In you theſe were immoderate deſires: 
But He, this mighty EE, 
Shall ſhine beyond poſterity, 
Encircled all about wich an fires. 


That which we real virtue call, 
Did only reſt 

Within the bulwark of his generous breaſt; ;: 
| For vou are fiftions all, 
He the true General. 
Ceſar and Pompey could not bear the hate 
O' th' Gods, but ſunk beneath the * 

Murmuring at Fate: 
Rut This, the man ſo worthily admir'd, 


Smil 'd at the ſhock of death, and Oy: retir d.. 


Sorrow in ph clad, 
With royal gravity array 'd, 

To's mighty hearſe did come, 
Attended by the beauties of the court. 

In folemn form, and melancholy ſort. 

All fate and ſigl'd their woe, 

Stunn'd by this fatal blow. 
Greatneſs and Goodneſs wept about the room; 
Princes with terror did behold his fall, 
Staggering beneath ſo great a funeral. 


64 


But 
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But oh! : 
What pen, what tongue can ſhow 
Infinite woe? 
T " Earth, which lately was © erſ pread 
| Whth a vaſt icy coverlid, 
Which Nature had awhile obdurate ys” 
At ſuch, ſo great a loſs did ſeem concern'd ; 
She thaw'd o' th' ſudden, wept, 
And her great bowels with compaſſion yearn'd, 


Farewel, great Conquerour, 
Our better genius, and our morning ſlar; 
Who having chac'd with happy war 
___Uſurping fires away, 
Did uſher to his throne. 
Our long: expected Sun, 
With golden beams to crown and blefs the day: 
Then with the kindeſt aſpect hurl'd 
O'er England's every part, 
On every Engliſh heart, 
He ſhot away to gild the other world. 
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I THE MARRIAGE OF THE LADY MARY, 
WITH THE PRINCE OF ORANGE *, 


r GEORGE GRAN VILLE, ESQ. 
AFTERWARDS LORD LANSDOWNE, 
\IANSURA Domus! non exit Pronuba Juno 
Quam Lucina ſuum Juno peregit opus: 
Pic frondet ramis ſemper felicibus arbos, 
Vr croceos fœtus fert, virideſque ſimul. 
Non temerè eſt, Frater + quòd tam opportunus in ipſum 
Conjugium erupit, lætitiamque dedit. 
Pr geniem invictam hinc fore, fercundoſque Hymenzos 
le re -promittit, maſculus ille puer: 
Plogeniem certè Angelicam, quam proferet olim 
* chrior Hac ſexu, fortior Ille ſuo. 
tauſtum hoc, precibus, Deus, O ſi flecteris ullis; ; 
Omine tam læto nubat et Anna ſoror! Ry 
GeoORGIUS GRANVILLE, Nobilis e Cell. Tris. 


* From the © «© Epithalamium in defideratifiimis Nuptiis ſe- 
' reniffimorum ct illuſtriſſimorum Principum Gulielmi Hen— 
rei Arauſii et Mariæ Britanniarum ab An Canta- 
brigienñ decantatum. Cantabrigiæ, 1677. — When it is 
"Hdered that the author was then but ten years of age (fill 
v0 years earlier than the time of his repeating the verſes to 
be _— s of York) the ſeverity of criticiſm muſt certainly _. 

armed. This little copy of verſes is at the ſame time a 

"ot that this young writer was of Trinity College, a cir- 
unſtance not noticed by his great Biographer. N. 

+ A ſon, the duke of Cambridge, was born to the duke 
Vork at the time of the lady mary 5 marriage. . 
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ON THE MARRIAGE OF 
GEORGE PRINCE OF DENMARK, 
AND THE LADY ANNE®, 


BY CHALL MONTAGT 
AFTERWARDS LORD HALIFAX, 


| 1. 
INC, hinc, Camcenr, cedite inutiles, 
Nam cor potenti numine gaudium 
Afflavit, exultanſque pectus 
Corripuit meliore flamma. 
Taleſque cantus fundere geſtio, 
Iſmene, quales auribus hauſeras 
Utriſque, quando Dithyrambis 
Pindarus incaluit ſolutis. 
Dum neſcit quo flumine gaudium 
Prolabi, et arctis limitibus, vage 
Nunc huc redundans, nunc retrorſum, 
Vorticibus furit inquietis. 
 Adfis, triumphos dum canimus tuos, 
Adſis, Cupido, illabere pectori: 
Dum peiſonamus te, decoris 
Carminibus, bona Cypris, adſis. 


1 From the « Hymeazus Cantabrigienſis. Cantabr] 912, 
« 1683. — See an Engl:th poem by Mr. Montagu, on tht 
ſame occaſion, in the Engtiſh Poets,“ vol. XII. p. 225 
This Latin Ode (or rather Mrb rex) is much detter thad 
bis Engliſh piece, K. 
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Cypron beatam ſperne volatilis, 
II ue, huc Amorum ſepta cohortibus,, 
Molire greſſus, ad Britannos 
C:eruleos age, Diva, currus. 


E Fallor ? an ex lava Convexi parte ſereni 

3 Diva vocata venit ? 

: Ecce! citis magnum (pendens in verbere bros) 

] Tranat inane rotis. 

Fronde comas, auroque premit pulcherrima, Marte 

Qualis adire ſolet. 

: Gaudia, Blanditias, hilar1 rultuque renilens- 

| Spargit ubique Jocos. 

| Laſcivus pict is jaftancior explicat alas 

Idaliuſque puer. 

| Advent ditperſa Dex ſunt nubila, venti 

| Nec tremuere minis. 

| Dum Nyvmplas una ante alias formoſior omnes, 
Dignaque cura e, 

vic pxana canit, cœlum et modulamine complet 
Vox ſoclata lyræ: * 


6 Egregiam laudem, Venus. et f polia ampla refertis 
Tuque, Puerque tuus; 1: Virgo Britannica victa, 
Agnoſcat numen (mentem fam ſucia) veſtrum. 
di votis, ſi (eva ullis inſueta moveri, 
Aut precibus præbere ſuas tractavilis aures, 
nam jam ſentit, quem non miſerata furorem eſt, 

Fervidus et Danix Princeps, cui prolia cure, 
(Deteſtata Tibi) pictis et ſplendor in armis, 
Qui nec militiam veſtram, nec caitia, Cupido, 

| Novit, 


—— 
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Novit, ſed flammas et inania f; picula riſit, 


Dum trepidos Succos ardens agit æquore campi, 


Jam Venerem accipiens invicto pectore totam, 


Extendit palmas ad numina Leſa rebelles. 


Jam non bella placent, et lituo Ivram | 
Prefert, atque capur Itali caſſide ferreà 
Urgert foltum, divitis Itali 

Unguentum redolens, ſux 

Reclinat gremio Conjugis ; immemor 

Somni, dumque vagis luminibus Deam 
Perluſtrat, roſeis oſcula quæ labiis 
L Libavir ſitiens bibir, 

Deponitque gravi militia latus 
Defeſſum in thalamo lætus amabili: 
Hac mercede juvant vulnera, lic caput 
Iceiſſe periculis. 


Plaudit, Dione, Ieta Britannia, 

Olin cruentum nec memini: mare, 
Fuſosve Caves indecorè, aut 
Regua Dano populata tort ; 

_ Hxc dum renidens vindicat omnia 

Pulchris ocellis Anna, Georgium 
Ducenſque captivum catenis, 
Per thalamum graditur triumplians. 


. Tuiſque ſurgit laudibus HaFnia, 


Volvendo retro ſecula precinens, 
Cum Cimber Anglo jun&us omni 
Det trepido ſus jura Mundo. 


Jo 
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15 Dione ! Suecia jam canit, 
Pulſos colonos dum neque fulgidis 
Deterret armis, nec tremendo 
Georgius indomitus tumultu. 
Vos, Par beatum, ter, ter et amplius, 
Vos obligatam ferte Dee dapem, 
Semperque amantes Hanc benignam 
Perpetuo celebrate plauſu !” #0 
Corus MoNTAGU, Genero/us, et A. M. Trin. cal. 


L ON THE MARRIAGE OF GEORGE PRINCE. 


or DENMARK, AND THE LADY ANNE *, 
1 M R. 5 R 10 R. 


Onfunstum Veneri Maron, Danoſque Britannis 
Dum canit altiſonis docta caterva modis, 


Aﬀero ſincerum culto pro carmine votum, 


Quod minus ingenii, plus pietatis habet. 15 
1 1 1 Virant 


* From the « Hymenzus Cantabrigienſis. Cantabrigiz, 


1633.“ This copy, notwithftanding the ſignature, is beyond 


adoubt the property of the facetious MATT Prior. — Hear 


my reaſons, — It appears from a copy ot Prior's admiſſion, 


printed in the © Gentleman's Magazine” tor 1779, p. 640g 
that Prior was admitted of Saint John's in Cambridge, 
April 2, 1633; and on the 3d of that month was appointed a 
*CHOLAR of the houſe, on the Dutcheſs of Somerſet's foun- 
dation, by her Gracc's own nomination. — Now this year 
1083 15 the year of the Publication of the Cambridge Verſes 
en the Marriage of the Prince of Denmark. —PRIOGOR's copy 

has the {nature of a SCHOLAR of St. John's College. The 
reaſon ot the miſtake in the chu] name 1 take to be this. 


wo AN 
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Vivant Ambo diu, vivant feliciter, opto; 
Diligat hic Sponſam, diligat illa Virum. © 
Junctos perpetua teneas, Hymenæe, catena ; 
Junctos, Juno, die protege ; note, Venus! 
Exultent ſimili felices prole Parentes, 
Ut petat hinc multos Natio bina duces! 
Cumque ſenes pariter cupiant valedicere tertis, 
Ne mors auguſtum dividat atra jugum : 

Sed qualis raptum tranſvexit currus Elijam, 
Tranſvchat ad ſuperas talis utrumque domos ! 
A. PRIOR, Cell. Div. Job. Alumn. 
— A our College Exerciſes are given up, ſigned only, by 
US, with our SURNAME. — The Dean of the College, u 
whom, in right of his office, Prior's Verſes were delivered, 
not knowing, or miſtaking Prior's name, who was then 
Frethman, marked them with a, inſtead of M. when he gar: 
them in to the UN1VERSITY INSPECTORS for their appro- 
bation : or, probably, he might have made fo aukward a 
At, that 1HEY MIS Took it for an a. — For the Verſes 
themſelves, I have not, as I before obſerved, the leaſt doubt but 
they are HONFST MATT'S : and hope you will reftore then 
to him. — They bear 1x1 ERNAL evidence of their bein 
written by one, though a Freſhman, uſed to write Latin Werke: 
and to write it too, in a Great Schon, under a Great Maſte! 
—as was Prior's— Dr. Boſby. There is a claſſical terſene' 
In the diction; and eaſe, and harmopy in the Numbers 
And the diſtant mitstion of Martial's admirable lines on th? 
HAPPY MARRIED. PAIR — or rather the ALLUS10N de 
that excellent little piece (for it can hardly be called at 
_1N1TATION of it) thews the TASTE of a MASTER, A 
the Yrtars of a ox, and is not unworthy the N Auf, 
or the FAME of Pa iO. R. 


ON 


3 
oN THE MARRIAGE OF GEORGE PRINC 
or DENMARK, AND THE LADY ANNE®, 


BY MR, STEPNEY, 


8 blanda Cupidinum 
Huc-Mater axes flectat eburneos, 
Dom ſevientis flagra dextræ 
Chaoniæ metuant Columbre. 
Seu, ne jugales heu | nimium pigros 
Damnent Amantes, ocius, ociùs 
Impelle currum fortiori 
Remigio'volitans Olorum, 
Junctum marinæ Pelea Conjugi +, 
Senique junctam Cyprida Troica, 
Delira ne jactet vetuſtas, 
Connubio ſuperata noſtro: Illuſ- 


* From the © Hymenzus Cantabrigienfis. Cantabrigiz, 
1683. It is reported, ſays Dr. Johnſon, that the juvenile 
| © corapoſitions of Stepney made grey authors blub. I know 
| © not whether his poems will appear ſuch wonders to the 
« preſent age. One cannot always eafily find the reaſon for 
+ which the world has ſometimes conſpired to ſquander praiſe. 
It is not very unlikely that he wrote very early as well as 
he ever wrote; and the performances of youth have many 
by OOO »The prefent poem is earlier than any one 
y Stepney in the“ Engliſh Poets, and will therefore 

e doubt be acceptable to the publick. N. | 

+ Mr. Adiifon has made a fine uſe of the ſame alluſion, i in 
his beautiful verſes to Kneller— 

Ihe troubled Ocean's Queen 
Match'd with a Mortal, &c. 

But he had the advantage of being able to adi, 
Eher ſhort-liv'd darling fon.” D. 
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Illuſtriori ſtemmate regiam 


Ditabit aulam nobilior Parens ; 
Virtute et nean Nepotes, 
Viribus et ſuperent Achillem. 


Quin bellicoſæ gloria Cimbriæ, 


Nunc invidendæ ſpes, decus Angliz, 


Ira, horror, et vultus minaces 
In Dominæ tumulentur ulnis. 


_ Ceffate lites; ſpicula, machina- 


Dormite lethi; libret et unicus, 
Prabent Puell quas ocelli, 
Armiger innocuus ſagittas! 


Quim dulce vultu virgineo rubet 
Pandora! (quantum, dum rubet, allicit 1 


Tacetque, ſed narrant vicithm 
Lumina luminibus calores. 


Liquiſſet Evan Gnoſida, floridam 
Tu, Phœbe, Daphnen hanc peteres magis : 


Nec non Tonantis pluma mendax, 
Cornua ſeu tegerent amores. 


Ln nunquam damna modeſtice 
Tuliffer, Idæ ſi puer huc vagus 
Errattet, ardentes videret 
Funere tergemino penates, 


Flammaſque viles crederet Iii. 


Mercede taſi quis ſtadium piger 


Fatale vitet? quis timeret 
Oenomai fremitum ſequentis? 
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Te prada nullo parta periculo, : 
Te gaza nullis empta Jaboribus 
Expectat ultrd : fata, Princeps, 
Hec meritis ſtatuere tantis. 


Atas ut aptis vernet amoribus, 
Blanco fideles murmure turtures, 
Nexuque vites arctiori, et 

.__ Bafzolis ſuperate conchas. 
Cum dextra Cceli prodiga Carolum 
- Otnarit omni dote, Britannia 

| Oblita, et hrredis tururt, | 

Nec dederit ſimilem aut ſecundum ; 


Te, {pes ruentis fauſtior 1 imperi, 
Nomen beabit Patris amabile, 
Heroas illuſtres datu um, 
Qui domitum moderentur orbem. 
Infans Parenti laudibus xmulus 
Alturgat, annos diſſimulans breves : 


Patris decorem mas verendum, 
Natris et os referant Pucllæ. 


GeoRGIUS STLPREY * Coll. Tins 


® The intrinfic excellence of this Ode will recommend it 
ap oper e ment to che eg on the Death ot Ning 


Vou. Vun. 8 251 0 
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o N THE BIRTH OF 


THE PRINCE OF WALE S. 
r MR." SAMUEL WESLEY #4. 
JA HEN Arioſto in the fields of light 


Look'd down, and ſaw our under-world fo brig! 

Soon did he in our joys and triumphs ſhare, _ 
Soon knew of Eſte's and England's wondrous heir; 
Re<tolv'd his vocal picture fame ſhould give, 
And with his great foretathers make him doubly live. 
And now he ſtrikes ſome ſoft, ſome mighty thing, 
Soft as his cen Italian Virgins ſing: 
| Pivinely rix'd rhe great and good appear, 
And all ai:ke is fcatter'd every where. 
What fhouid it mean? but need it twice be ſeen? 
Each firoke, each line confelſes—' Tis the Queen. 
Her fact, as if the brought great James a boy, 
Almoſt by turns diſcovering pain and joy. 
"Thus Semele with pangs and thunder ſtrove, 
And thought her life too cheap to give an heir to Jore. 

What has he done? ſuch dazzling luſtre ſhin'd 
Around her eyes, there's not one grace behind, 
And vert the royal father's not deſign'd. Yet 


„From the“ Strenz Natalitiz Academiz Oxonienf's i 
« cel iſi mum Principem. Oxonii. 1688.“ K. 

+ This excellent Divine was born at Winterborn Whit- 
church ip Dorſetthire, of which his ſather was vicar; and ad 
mitted of Exeter College, Oxford, 1684; was rectot ol 
South Ormetby and Epworth, in the county of Lincoln; avs 
died April 25, 1735. He was a very voluminous author: 
having paby ſhed, en other things, eee Poems 
- fevers 
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Yet he recovers all: his pencil ſpread 
A modeſt veil around his radiant head: 


He ſhades what was too bright to be expreſs'd, 


And in his little image ſpeaks the reſt. 
'Tis done: each look, each glance, muſt needs furpriſe; 


. His father's foul ſhines through his mother's eyes. 
Tue planets in his compoſition ſtrove, 

And form'd him all of bravery and love. | 
bus look'd great James, when he in Dunkirk i Ic! 14 
| tore hard fate netir'd, but could not yield: 

LO! when tits thunders, at Batavia hur!'d, 


A To } 


Vale Neptune [cat id, and ail lis watery world. 


veral ſubjeets, 1688, 8vo; cc Elegies on Queen Mary and 
| Acchbithop Tillotton, 1695, tolio; ** The Life of Chritt, an 
eie Poem, 1693,” folio ; reprinted with large additions 
| a1d corrections in 1697; “ The Hiſtory of the New Teſta- 
[ ment; in Verſe, 1701, 12mo; © A Treatiſe on the Sacra- 
ment;“ and © Differtationes in Librum ſobi, for which 
laſt propoſals were circulated in 1729, and which were finithed 


9 
s far {rom being excellent, incurred the ceature of Garth; 


after his death, by his ſon Samuel, 1735. His poetry, which 


bot he made ample amends tor it by the goodneſs of his 
Le, and the 4 Piſſertations upon Job.“ He left a very nu— 
merous family of children; four of whom are nat unknown in 
1 0 5 annals of Englith literature; viz. 1. 1 ſometime 
uber of Weltminiter ichool, avthor or an excelent Porm 
Ward © The Battle of rhe. Sexes,” and feveral % 
tales, printed, together w:th other POenNs dy him, in 470. iu 
7, and aiterwards mn. Ll 21:20, He died Nor. 6, 172, 


Jure us 


* . , a 5 1 4 | 
Z Lada time head mater of T:verton {cnaol, 2, 3- John 


| 3. 4* | 
Mrs, M right, authoreis of ſeveral Poems printed in he 
volume of the Poctical Calendar. N. re 


TIX 57 Y 5 * A *. oY . y : 
ad Charles, the two celebrated Methodiit Preacher 
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He as fnith'd all: now the great work is paſt, 
Which Fate has faid ſhall Time and Age outlaſt: 
Each picee of his creation he review'd, 


And knew their worth, and dard pronounce them gol 
tei, child of miracles!” all rapt he cried; 
Hail, fon of pravers we thought too loag denied! 

1 feel, I feel the rifing God within: 

Theie, there 1 ſce the glorious myſtic. ſcene. 
In decent ranks cach coming bliſs appears, 
And io their hands lead up the harneſs'd years. 
| H cre he detends ins father's mighty throne 3 ; 
And there he conquers others of his own: 
Here rides in triumph o'er the watery plain, 


And vindicates his title to the main 
And there fo thick the vanquiſh'd colours! lie, N 
As if each ſoldier beat a company. | | 
Here, when his arms have given Europe peace, 
Aod ruzged war's tumultuous glories ceaſe, 
1 fee his valiant brothers, Vet tO come, 
Sllare in his triumphs, and attend him home. 
TI fee the 10) al watcrs,.I{ts ! mov'd | 
(For never Engliſh prince but Iſis lov'd) 
hen he comes there: theſe venerable men, 
Who inet great James, how do they crowd again! 
Again each cluſter'd ſtreet and houſe prepare, 
"With flowers and hearts t' attend great James's heir. 
Tun hel youths their valour fain would try, 
Aid a!mott with for ſome new enemy ; 
Greater than him“ who but too quickly fell, 
Win they prepar'd to entertain ſo well. 
Soft muſie plays; and yet a brighter ſcene, | 
And a ne face of things and a new world begin. 


* P. of Monmouth. P. | Rae 
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| Rivers of honey and of nectar glide 

Along the laughing fields, and by their 3 

Fair troops of happy, thoughtleſs lovers ſtra: 

And look, and ſmile their flowing hours away. 

Kind Peace and heavenly Friendſhip here ſhall reign, - 
And bring the bliſsful golden age again, 

| No cloudy forehead, no contracted brow, 

No {car of all thoſe wounds are bleeding now. 

| Almolt I'd leave Elyſium here to ſtav— 

Bat Fate too foon recallse—T muſt away—" 

He ſaid ; when o'er the hills he ſaw the riting dar : 
Then in thoſe flames, which jovs like his exprefs d. 
lle mounts, and fills his feat among the blet>'d. 

SAM. Wierer A. 8. of Exeter Coil, | 


ro THE QUEEN CONSORT OF JAMES 11 * 
BY MR. HIGGON 


Par u Heavens at laſt the mighty work hate done, 
Have ble! 5 0 YQUT womb, and give: the 10g a Son- 

Long we expe Jed, and impaticnt . 

And quarrel'd Heaven for being unjuſt to vou: 

But miglity things take longer time to teame, 

Than thoſe of leſler note, and leſler tame. 

The amorous Jove three nights compell d in ons 


, To () b less the ta r Alcmena n 11 a 805 y 
IC, | 


_ U 


Though he was not for half ſo much... Zug 
put to tame brutes— Pris Prince to rule mankind 
do "ER awinle ſtood ia ſuſpcnce to find 


Out bright materials for fo brave a mind.“ 


* From the Ihukricßmi Prineipis Ducts Cornubiæ et 
Comtis Palatini, c. Ge methliacon. Cantabrig e. rö S8.“ See 

l me ACCOUNT 0 Net iliggons, vol. 1 & + . 129, and vol. 111. 
Rr. 1it. 312. K. | | For 
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For Kings are caſt with more peculiar care; 
That they on earth who their Vicegerents are, 
Should, like thoſe Gods they repreſent, appear. 
ut at thy birth why did no Star attend, 
To tell what fortune the kind Gods would ſend 2 
Thy glorious * Uncle was conducted in 
By ſhiving lights which at mid-day were ſeen; 
Though he ro Heaven was not more dear than you, 6 
Nor born, great Babe, more miracles to do. 
Go on, illuſtrious Queen, be truitful ill 
Each year, and, like the Gods' great Mother, fill 
The world with Princes ſprung from vou, as ſhe 
The ſeats above with her bleſt progeny; 
Till the thrice happy James has counted more 
Than to great Edward fair Philippa bore; 
Till from vour heavenly bed we happy count 
A young Black Edward, and a Join of Gaunt : 
When led, we hope, by vour victorious fon 
To gain the likes, which thoſe heroes won. 
The houſe ot Stuart, and of Eſiè join'd, 
Ailures the world the be ſt of human kind; 
And royal blood which in his veins doth run, 
Doth promite all that can by man be done. 
Then hear, ye Gods, a humble Muſe's prayer: 
(For ye, O Gods, are ſtill the Muſc's care) 
Wie to the world commend your deathleſs names; 
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A We form your thunder, and. deſtructive flames: 
1 May he but to his tather's vittucs ſoar, 
5 3 1 of ; e .* * ; 
5 We ll Heaven acquit, for Heaven can give no more 


5 Brvirr Hi6oGons, Fellow-Commoner of Trizity Hall. 
* Ring Charles the Second, P. 
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oN THE BIRTH OF A PRINCESS, 
| Thy FIFTH CHILD OF CHARLES 1+. 

| BY NM R. 0 RA s 1 A W 1. 

Princip recens natæ omen maternæ idols. 


: (ESE, 0 dulcibus impurenda Bivie, 
O creſce, et propera, puella Princeps, 
In Matris propera venire partes. 
Et cum par bieve fulminum minorum, 


Illinc 


* From rats, five Muſarum Cantabrigienſium 
„ Concentus et Gratulatio ad ſereniſümum Britanniarum Re- 
„gem Carolum, de quintâ ſui fobole, clariſſimà Principe, 
ibi nuper feliciſſims natd. Cantabrigiz, 1637.“ K. 
4+ This writer, who was in his hte-time honoured with tie 
riendſhip of Cowley, and fince his death by the praiſe of Mr. 
Popes, ho condeſcended both to read his poems and to bor- 
roy fromthem, was the ſon of an emineut divine, and was $3us 
cated in grammar learning in Sutton's Hoſpital, called the 
Charter-Houſe. From thence he removed to Pembroke Hall, 
Cambridge, of which he became a ſcholar, and afterwards to 
Peter Honfe, where he was choſen a fellow. At this place, 
ein the former, he was diſtingutthed for his Latin and Nag 
un poetry, He took the degree of Maſter of Arts; but be ung 
on after ejeed from his fellawitnp for denying the cove 
rant, daring the time of the civil wars, he was reduced to- 
preat indigence, At length he took the reſolution of going 
beyond fea, and chanze his religion, but without obtaining any 
| H 4 C ads 
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Illine Carolus, et Jacobus indè, 

In l'atris faciles ſubire famam, 
Ducent fata furoribus decoris; 

Cd terror ſacer, Anglicique magnum 
Murmur nominis increpabit omnem 

Late Boſporon, Ottomannicaſſue 
Non tiQo quatiet tremore Lunas; 

Te tune altera, nec timenda paci, 
Poſcent prælia. Tu potens pudici 
Vibratrix oculi, pios in hoſtes 
Late dulcia fata diſſipabis. 

O cum flos tener ille, qui recenti 
Preſſus ſidere jam ſub ora ludit, 
Olim fortior omne cuſpidatos 

Evxolvet latus aureum per ignes ; 

Quique imbellis adhuc, adultus olim, 
Puris expatiabitur genarum 

Campis imperioſior Cupido; 

O quam certa ſuperbiore pennßa 
Ibunt ſpicula, melleæque mortes, 
Exultantibus hinc et inde turmis, 
Quoque julleris, impigre rolahunt * 


adv antage from it, as in 1646 he was diſcovered at Paris ig 
a miſerable condition by Cowley, who recommended him to 
Queen Heurietta, and by her means he obtained letters c 
recommendation to ſeveral perſons in Italy, whither he toon | 
vent. On his arrival at Rome he became ſecretary to a car- 
dinal there, and in the end one of the canons or Chaplains ot 
the church of Loretto, where he died in 1650, Mr, Pope's 
character of him may be ſeen in the 2&h Letter to Mr. 


Cromwell. R. 
O quo: 
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O quot corda calentium deorum 
De te vulnera delicata diſcent ! 
O quot pectora Principum magiſtris 
iet molle negotium ſagittis! 

Nam i non poteris per arma ferri, 

Cut Marris ſinus atque utrumque ſidus 

Macznorum patet officina Amorum? 

Hinc ſumas licet, © puella Princeps, 
OQuantacunquè opus eſt tibi pharetra. 
Centum {ume Cupidines ab un 

Matris lumine, Griese centum, 

Et centum Veneres : adhuc manebunt 
_ Centum mille Cupidines; manebunt 

Ter centum Venereſque, Gratiæque 

Puro fonte ſuperſtites per ævum. 
RIC. CRASHAW, A. B. Cell. 8. Pet. Farin 


| ON THE BIRTH OF THE PRINCE 10 8 5. 


BY MR. EDMUND SMITH. 


AM non vulgares, 166. molire triumphos, 
Auguſtos Iſis nunquam tacitura Stuartos. 
bu quoties crebris cumuläſti altaria donis 


| Multa rogans numen, cui vincta jugalia curæ! 


At 


* Prom the “ Strenge Natalitiæ Academiz Oxonienſis 
celtimmum Principem. Oxonii, & Theatro Sheldoniano. 
An. Dom. 1688.“ -The uncommon excellence of Edmund 
mith's productions muſt enſure them a favourable reception; 
| eſpe- 


3 
14 
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At jam votivam Superis ſuſpende tabellam ; _ 
unt rata vota tibi, ſevique oblita doloris 
Amplexu parvi gaudet Regina Jacobi. 
Languentes dudum priſeus vigor afflat ocellos, 
| Iafans et carw ſuſpenſus in oſcula Nlatris 
Numine jam ſpirat blando, viſumque tencllum 
Miſcet parva quidem, fed vivida Patris imago.“ 
O etiam patrio vivat celebratus honore, 
Vivat canitie terris vencrandus eadem | 
Omen habet certe ſuperà quod veſcitur aura 
Tum primum, lætos {tas cum pandat kono:es, 
Omnia cum vireant, cum tormoſiſtimus annus. 
Et Vos felices optata prole Parentes 
Quos nunc Parca piis reſpexit mota querells : 


N! 


eſpecially when it is conſidered that at the time of their. come 
poſition he was only one remove from a ichool-boy, Hig 
Dr. Johaſon ſeen the firit of tleſe publications, he would nat 
have been at a luſs to determ! ne, in the escellept life he has 
rwenthe world of Smith, whether the latter was „ | 
_ univerſity inthe year 1689, az he woulUthence have been enavled 
to pronounce with ceitaiuty that he was in 1683 a. Member 
of Chrift Church. I take this to ave been the year of Smith's 
adm Mon; + and that he was then et come ett from Wett- 
mioſter, in time to lignaliſe his abilities by winting on tae 
Birth of the Prince of Wales, when a FRESH Mia (according 
8 the unive rity | hrafe) and before he Was a; botnted to 1 Ste- 
| 1 7 of Verſes, 
with the addition of Cousin. The great Caper! 


dentſhip; for his name 15 ſugſeribed to that Cx 


genius that is d'ſplayed in this firſt — S: 
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En! veſtrz valuere preces ; victrixque Deorum 8 
Fata movet pietas, quamvis nolentia flecti: 


Proles chara datur ſenio, inconceſſa juventæ. 


si citius ſoboles nullo miranda daretur 
Prodigio, ſanctis vis digna Parentibus eſſet: 
O que vita dabit, cui dat miracula partus? 

1, Princeps, olim patrios imitare triumphos, 
Et femper magni veſtigia Patris adora: 
Hic prima nondum indutus lanugine malas 
larictis orbem per tot um inclaruit armis. 
Il.us ad tonitru Batavi tremuere ;. Jacobum 


| Apnovit dominum ſummiſſis navita velis. 


Te quoque Belga tremat, metuat rediviva Jacobi 
Tulmina, cujus thus: miſcre conſerv at hiantes 


tion of Smith, beyond what Addiſon has F e in his 
frſt performance the Paſtoral on the Inauguration of King 
William and Queen Mary — futhciently ſerves to account 
for Smith's being, as Dr. Johnſon obſerves, “ one of the | 
« murmurers at fortune ; and wondering, why he was ſuf- 
„ fered to be poor, when Addiſon was careſſed and pre- 
« ferred.” Smith could not but be conſcious of the greater 
core of literary merit he himſelf poſſeſſed even in the very 
departmentgo which Add ſon owed the earlier part of his- 
ume, THF WRITING OF LATIN VERSE; — and on com- 
jaring their juvenile performances, it is evident that Smith 
had reaton enough for that conſciouſneſs, Addiſon firſt re- 
commended himſelf to notice by his dedication of the AL. ſæ 
Hage aανα to Lord Halifax, and by the poems of his own. 

therein inſerted. But what are nis poems in compariſon of 
sutru's? See the note in vol. IV, p. 62. K. 
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Ore cicatrices, vaſtæ et monumenta ruinæ. 
Subjcctus famulas Nereus Tibi porrigat undas : 
Ipſe tuo da jura mart. 

Cumque Pater tandem divis miſccbitur ipſe 

Div us (at © ! tarde ſacra ducite ſtamina, Parcæ,) 
Atfere tu noſtri jus unmortale Monarch; 

Tu rege ſubjectum patriis virtutibus orbem. 

|  EpatuxDus 8511 rn, Elis Chrifti commerſalu. 
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" Auritii ingentis celſo de fangy uine natum, 
MNMauritioque parcm, ſolenni dicere verſu 
Te, Gulielme, juvat : nunc 6! m 1 pettora flammà 
Divina caleaar, nunc me furor excitet idem, | 
Qui Te, en heros, bello tot adire labores 
Inſtigat, med oldque ardentem impellit in noſtes. 
Te tenero late Hl fama ſub av: 
Cao pitti, qua figts erat; maturaque virtus 
Kdidit ante diem 5 tardeque ſeducntes | 
Annos bracurtit lonve, et poſt terga teliquit. 
Jam Te, jam videor flagrantes ceracie vultus, 
Dum primas ducis fervens in proaiia tuimas: 


From the © Vota Quo" 
{4 Rege CY Niaria Re 14 
6 Ozout!, Cc These Shel On. 10. 
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Tam cerno oppo tas acies, quanto impete praceps 
Tela pe Cr 1 adios * Perris 1 uo fulmine bell! 
Adv-rtuin lrangis cunoum, et media agmina miſces. 
Num ſte us invarlit Belgas Turcnnius heros, 

Iuvictis ſemper clarus enki: armis, 

Et, quacunque ruit, ferro bacchatur et igni? 

Tu primo vernans jucundæ flore juvenie | 
Compredenia duceate Deo, Deus ipſe Batavis. 
Congreder 11S ; non Te Gallorum immania terrent 


3 Agmi nay, non magni "L urennius agmitnis inſtar. 


Heu quas tum ferro rages, quæ funera late 
kuideris, quantoſque viros demiſeris orco ! | 

Sie cum congeſtos {iruxerc ad ſidera montes 
Terrivent fratres, fuperos detrudere ce! 0 
Aggteſli. polito tum plectro intonſus * ollo 
Armata ftumpüt fatalia {picula dextta : 

Tune audax ruit in bellum, et furit acer in armis, 
Et Martem, atque ipſas longè antcit fulminis alas. 
 Extremos © quam vellem memorare labores! _ 
Quam yellem ſœvi ſuperata pericula ponti ! 

Cui meritò nunc jura dabis : quam flebile fatum 
Trificique illorum excquias quos obruit xquor. 
Immeritos, canere ; at jamzam ful pondere tanto 
Degclo, herotmque {:quor non paflibus quis. 

Sed fetlo memoranda dies, qua regna Britannüm 
Vebita, qua ſacros {ceptri regaits honores 
AZtCc1:1 „einge 48 aurco diademate frontem. 
Anglos fervatii z da jura volentibus Anglis. 

die A Alcides humerts ingentibus olim | 
EIT atrium, quem mox poſleciit, Olympum. 
E. Sul H, A dis Chr Ni Alumnus. 
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ON THE RETURN OP 

KING WILLIAM FROM IRELAND, 

AFTER THE BATTLE OF THE BOYNE, 
1 . . u * 1 TH 


\ Ingens Heros! O tot defunfe periclis ! 
Ergo iterum victor noſtris allaberis oris? 
Atque os belligerum, torvumque in prælia numen 

Exuts, et blanda componis regna quiete ? 
Ergo iterum placida moderaris voce Senatum ? 


Non fic cum trepidos ageres violentus Hibernos; 

Cum bello exultans fremeres, enſemque rotares 

Immani gyro, rubris bacchatus in arvis 

Invitus : (neque enim crudeles edere ſtrages 

Te juvat, aut animis Ditem ſatiare Tuorum.) 

Sic olim amplexus Semeles petiiſſe Tonantem 

Fama eſt, terribilem nigranti fulmine et igni: 

Maluit hic caris accumbere mitior ulnis, 

Inque ſuam invitum trahit inſcia Nympha ruinam. 
Tu tamen, © toties Wilhelmi aſſueta triumphis 

Calliope, © nunquam Heroum non grata labori, 

Wilhelmi immenſos iterum enumerare triumphos 

Incipe, et in notas iterum te attollere laudes. 

Ut requiem, fœdæque ingloria tadia pacis 

| Exofus, rurſuſque ardens i in Marta caſtra, 


* From the © Fern Oe enſis Gra-uletio pro exop- 
tato ſereniſümi Regis Guilielmi ex Hibernia reditu. Oxoniz 
© Theatro Sheldoniano. Anno Dom. 1690. K. 
55 | | San- 
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Sanguineaſque acics, fulgenteſque ære catervas, 
la bellum ruit, atque rerum fe miſit in arma. 
Gallus enim ſevit, miſeroſque cruentus Hibernos 
Servirio premit, et victà dominatur lerne. 
line Furcæ, Tormenta, Cruces, tractæque Catenæ 
Horrendum ſtrident: iterumque reſurgere credas 
Macquirum ſquallentem, atque Anglo ſanguine fedum, 
Exultantem immane, et valta clade ſuperbum. = 
O Gens lethifero nequicquam exempta veneno! 
Fruſtra Bufo tuis, et Aranea ceſſit ab oris, 
Dum pecus Ignati inviſum, fœdique cuculli, 
Et · Nlonachi ſanctè protenſo abdomine tards 
5 Vipeream inſpirant animam, inficiuntque veneno. 
Atlurgit tandem Schombergus, et emicat armis, 
Qu juga captivo excutiat ſervilia collo: 
Sed frultra : ſecuro hoſtis munimine valli 
Aut latet, aut errat vagus, eluditque ſequentem. 
Augendis reſtat Gulielmi Celta triumphis; 
Vindiciis femper Gulielmi fata reſervant 
Et viacla eripere, et manibus divellere nodos. 
Sic fruſtra Arrides, fruſtra Telamonius heros, 
Ad Trojam fruſtra pugnarunt mille carine, 
Nec nifi Achillea funduntur Pergama dextri. 
Ergo, Boanda, tuis ſplendet Gulielmus in arvis, 
Magna Boanda, ipſi famà haud ceſſura Moſelle. 
tt major graditur bello, ut jam gaudia in igneis 
Seintillant oculis, et toto pectore fervent ! 
DINER olli jubar affulget, qua gratia frontis 
Furparel metuenda, et non inamabil s horror | 
Sie cam dimitlum fertur per nubila fulmen, 


Er 
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Et juvat, et nimia perſtriogit lumina f amm. 
Ut volat, ut longe primus rapidum infilit alveum ! 
Turbine quo præceps cunctantem tendit in hoſtem ! 
Dum vaſtas rages et multa cadavera patkin 
Amnis purpureo late devolvit in alveo : 

Dum pergenti obſtat moles immenſa ſuorum, 

Et torpet miſto concretum ſanguine Flumen. 
Pergit atrox Heros; fruſtra olli tempora circum 
Spicala mille canunt, luduntque in vertice flammæ: 
Fruttra haſtatæ acics obſtant, firmæque phalanges ; 
Fruſtra acres Ceitz : furit Ille, atque impiger hoſtes 
Et fugat, et ſternit, totoque agit agmina campo. 
| Vertus retro hoſtis rrepide fugit, inque paludes, 
| Torpenteſque lacus cœno, horrendoſque recctius 
Dumorum; et cæci prodeſt injuria cæli. 
Attamen ©, non fic fauſto movet alite bellum 
Schombergus; non ſic nobis favet alca Martis. 
Occidit heu! Schombergus iniqui crimine cœli; 
Non illum vernans circum {ua tempora laurus 
Conſervat, non arce: inevitabile fulmen. 
At nunc ad cœlum fugit, et pede ſidera calcat, 
Spectat et Heroes, ipſe et ſpectandus ab illis. 
Ilunc dicet venicns ætas, ſerique nepotes, 
Et quicunque Anglum audicrint rugire T.conem, 
Ca pit enim rugire, et jamjam ad mania victor 
Caletana fiemit trux, Dunkirkumque repoſcit. 
Creſfras nerum lauros magnique trupaa 
Henrici repetit : media Lodoicus in aula 
Jamdudum tremit, et Gulielmi ad nomina pallet. 


* 


„ Eb. SMITH, .li, Chr. Alumn. 
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KING WILLIAM FROM IRELAND, 
AFTER THE BATTLE OF TRE BOYNE ®, 


CM Domini impatiens excuſſit Jes eatenas, 
To:a ruens in Martem, inteſtinoſque labores, 

lategri quicunque graves vidère tumultus | 

| {Conftitit heu! tanti virtus) in vincula miſſi, 

Exoſam luctuque trahunt et carcere vitam. 

Lud agri dumis horreſcunt, aſpera rura 

Luxuriant fegete ſpinarum, autumnus Iernæ 

Nullus adeſt, cultorque deeſt quzrentibus arvis. 

Patlim turba dolis inſtat peregrina ſecundis, 

Nativamque premit laſciva potentia plebem ; | 

In lacrymas Gens omnis abit, manifeſtat ulique 

Communes luctus, vultuque laborat in uno. 


* From the“ Academie Oxonienfis Gratulatio pro ex- 
o2tato ſereniſimi Regis Guillelmi ex Hibernia reditu. Ox- 
vaie, & Theatro Sheldoniano, Anno Dom. 1690. — Mr. 
e Latin verſes “ on the Inauguration of King Wil- 
liam and Teen Mary, 1689, (which gained him the pa- 
tronage of Dr. Lancaſter) are in the Engliſh Poets, vol. 
XXIII. p. 69. # His Latin compoſitions, we are told by 
a admirable judge, © are entitled to particular praiſe, and 
ſem to have had much of his fondneſs,” Several of them 
«we already preſerved in his works; and I flatter myſelf that 


dall not be ccuſured for admit ng one of the carlieſt of 
th; em. N. 


Vol. VII. ** Præcep 


pPlüwumbea tempeſtas hanc obruit, eminds illa 
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185 præceps i in tardas fic crevit Hibernia ney, 5 

Et fic venturz maturuit illa ruin: 

Facta eſſet tanto nequaquam vindice digna, 

Si minor horrendas Gulielmi fenſerat iras. 
Anglia in ignavam dudum reſoluta quietem, 
Ülmperiis rediviva tuis, Naſſove, veternum 

Excutit, et longum ſopitos ſuſcitat ignes. 
Te duce quas fecit ſtrages quæ prælia movit! 
Dum fervet cædes, et campo ſanguis inundat, 

Aſſidue ſudant peragendo penſa ſorores, 

| | Et ſtipata gemit ſub pondere cymba Charontis. 
Terga premens Cæſar fugientia corripit hoſtes 
Vindex, atque trahit partem ſua quamque ruina: 


Glande cadit, fruſtraque evitat miſſile ferrum. 
Altera dum pœnas differt fugiendo ſequaces, 
Infidz ſeſe credit moritura paludi, _ 

His gradibus longo ſe ſolvit Hibernia luctu, | 
Imperium expulſi tandem indignata tyranni 

| Nobiliora petit vincla, optataſque catenas 
Induit, atque jugo Gulielmi ornata ſuperbit. 
Gens nimium dilecta Deo! nimiumque Britannĩ 
Felicęs! hæc fi exundantia gaudia nullus 
Frænãſſet dolor, et Ducis “ haud ignobile fatum 
Lætitiæ nimios non caſtigaverat æſtus. 

Ille triumphato toties ſecurus ab hoſte, 

Exulibus Dis 15. ille aris fidus avitis 


| * | The great duke of Schomberg, whoſe death has bee! 
frequently lamented by our Port. See vol. VI. P- 246. N 
| | Ab 
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Ah! tandem occubuir pietate infignis et armis. 
Hei mihi! quale jaces veneranda mole cadaver! 
Qualis honor vultũs ! et frontis lata ſenectus! 
Heu pietas ! heu priſca fides! et bellica virtus 
Quando habitura parem ! 

Muſa, tamen taccas intempeſtiva dolores, 8 
Melpomene, taceas; non hoc fine numine Divim | 
Eveniſſe puto: Senis aſpera fata triumphi 
Famam auxere Tui, victor Gulielme, nec ulla 
Xmula diviſos virtus partitur honores. 

I, decus, i, noſtrum ! agnoſcat fera Gallia dextram 
Victricem, et quæ Te vidit prima arma gerentem, 
Sentiat expletas maturo in corpore vires. 
Sed_caveas, dum Te in bellum rapit impetus ardens, 
O caveas, nimio ne marte impulſus i in hoſtes 
Irrueres, latamque darent tria regna ruinam. 

Inſano tandem parce indulgere labori, 

| Parce, Jacobe, ultra Loddici innitier armis. 
Diſcerptos fruſtra nunc luges frontis honores ; 

Sera ſibi veniunt tandem ſuſpiria, ſerò 

| Nunc quereris, quanquam, niſi mens tibi læva fuiſſet, 
Et niſi credideras fallaci uxorius artt, 

Jam lætus poteras placidis dare jura Britannis, 

Et rexiſſe gregem, fato meliore, paternum; | 

Sed nunc Parcæ obſtant, et non rex ocabilis ordo, 


Jan ApD150N, : Coll, Magd.. 
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ON THE DEATH OF HIS HIGHNEg 
| GEORGE PRINCE OF DENMARK. 


' ADDRESSED To THE QUEEN, 


BY MR TRAP Ps, 


py * THEN weeping Majeſty through clouds appears 
And all Britannia's hope ditſolves in tears; 
*Tis univerſal grief: and all would ſhow 
heir zeal to leifen ſuch important woe. oY 
| „%%% Eon . While 
From the“ Exequiz celſiſſimo Principi Georgio Prin- 
chi Daniæ ab Oxonienſi Academia ſolutæ. Oxonii, 1708.” 
This poem is preſerved, not only on account of its own 
merit (a very few languid, unpoetical lines excepted) ; but # 
it is, 1 preſume, no where to be met with, except in the 
Collection from which it is here tranſcribed. N. 
+ Dr. Joſeph Trapp, born at Cherington in S 
ſhire, in 1669, was educated at M adham College, where he 
took the degree of M. A. May 13, 1702. In 1708 he wi 
_ choſen the firſt proſeſſor of poetry, ſoon after the ſoundation 
of that proſeſſorſhip by Dr. Birkhead, and publiſhed his le- 
tures under the title of Prælectiones Poeticæ;“ the firſt vo- 
lume of which is dedicated to Mr. Secretary St. John; to 
whoſe father, in the early part of his life, he had been cha- 
tain. His church preferments were, the rectory of Harlingto 
in Middleſex, of Chriſt-church in Newgate- ſtreet, and dt. 
Leonard, Foſterlane; with the Lectureſhips of St. Lawrence 
Jewry, and St. Martin in the Fields. He was created D. 3. 
by diploma, Feb, 1, 1727; was long eſteemed as an agreecabe 
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While others various arts of comfort uſe; 
Accept of ours, great Princeſs, nor refuſe 
The conſolations of th' ofhicious Muſe; 
| Who tighs for you, and labours in her turn | 
To heal that forrow, which whole kingdoms mourn. 
With cauſe indeed you grieve, with mighty cauſe. 
E Lament harth Deſtiny's reſiſtleſs laws: 
| When the dear partner of your jovs and cares 
| No more 1 no more your counſe!s ſhares ; 
| No longer lives t adorn your court, and bleſs 
| Your warlike reign with all the ſweets of peace: 
| To heighten Fortune's ſmiles, allay her frowus, 
And eale the long tatigues that wait on crowns. 


- Pathe tic preacher; and died Nov. 22, 1747. Four vo 
zes of his Sermons are in print; as are his controverſial 
treatiſes againft the Papiſts and Methodiſts, which have much- 
merit. He publiſhed a tranſlation of Virgil, in blank verſe, 
6:Ferently-executed; and avother of “ Paradiſe Loſi” in 
Le til worte. He was alſo the author of « Abramule,” a 
tragedy, in 1704; and of ſeveral occaſional Miſcellanies. He 
vas chaplaln tothe lordchancellor of Lielandin 1711; andpub- 
bed in that year © A Character of the preſent Sct of WW higs;” 
which Swift, who conveyed it to the printer, calls. © a very 
forvy piece ;” fee the Journal to Stella, May ta; T7 Ft. al 
a tort time after, he printed at Dublin a poem on the duke 
of Ormond, which was re-printed at London, © and the 
frinter fold juſt eleven of them; ſee Journal, Aug. 24, 1711. 
Having mentioned to Stella, that Trapp and Sacheverell had 
deen to viſit him; Swift adds, « Trapp is a coxcomb, and 
me other is not very deep; and their jodgement in things of. 
vn and ſenſe is miraculous.” Journal, March 17, 1711-12. 
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All was harmonious : no diſpute between 
The ambiguous rights of conſort, and of queen: 
When murual tenderneſs unqueſtion'd ſway'd, 
And both, or neither, govern'd or obey'd. 
How did the pious royal pair improve 
The brighteſt patterns of connubial love! 
Which ſtill in all ſhall admiration raiſe; 
O! would they imitate, as well as praiſe! 
In life's decay, to ſickneſs forc'd to field 
He ſought, 'tis true, no laurels in the field. 
How could he then thoſe redious toils ſuſtain 
Wich labouring lungs that heav'd for breath with pain? 
How range the thickening ſquadrons into form, 
Or teach th' uncertain battle when to ſtorm, 
As when his ſtrength, not yet in it's decline, 
Stood firm, and gave the hero leave to ſhine; _ 
"When oft renown'd in northern wars he led 
His hardy Danes, and, charging at their head, 
With fwift deſtruction cruſh'd the valiant Swede ; 
Reſcu' d his ſinking brother from the foe, 
And fav'd a king and kingdom at a blow? 
Or when he march'd, with William's arms to join, 
And ſhar'd with him the glory of te Boyne ? 
| Nor, when renr'd, did all his Jabours ceaſe; 
Silent, but not inglorious, was his eaſe, 
Your realms with delegated rule he awd; 
Gentle at home, as rough and brave abroad. 
Thus always led by Fame's or Virtue's charme, 
And hero ſill in piety, or arms. ” 
Though all theſe honours to himſelf are due. 
Ore mnie conſpicuous he derives trom you: 
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| Conſort to ſuch a EN That deathleſs name 
Shall add the brighteſt luſtre to his fame; 
Immortaliſe his glory, and outſhive 
Al regal titles, but the right divine. 
A Prince ſo excellent you needs muſt grieve 
| To loſe, but Heaven rejoices to receive. 
Ceaſe then your fighs; while languiſhing you lit 
| Britannia's genius weeping at your feet, 
| The bufineſs of the world ſuſpended {tands, 
| Nor circulates without your dread commands, 
So if that part which all the body guides, 
| Where the nerves meet, and where the ſoul reſides, 
The leaſt diſorder feel; the whole machine | 
| 1; pale without, and all untun'd within: 
| The vital ſprings their active force forget, 
| And all the lazy pulſes faintly beat. | 
Enough to grief you then refign'd your breaſt; 
Profuſe and laviſh of your royal relt, 
When negligent of all your pomp and ſtate, 
Cloſe by the gaſping Prince you penſixe fat : 
| Outwatch'd the ftars with watry ſleepleſs eyes, 
With vows jiuceſſant importun'd the ſkies; 
| And vainly (trugglng with relentleſs death, 
Hung on his trembling lips, and catch'd his flvi ving breath. 
As much as could from deſtiny be gain'd, 
Your unexampled piety obtain'd. 
Long doubtful did its lifted hand forbear 
The threaten'd ſtroke, which hovering huvg in air: 
Your prayers with Heaven maintain'd a dubious ſtiife, 
1 loul long fluttering on the verge of life, 
1 4 Ard 
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And by a gradual death at laſt ſet free, 
To ſoften fate, and ſmooth its harſh decree. 
Nor weep, as if vour glory too were dead, 
And all your joys with your lov'd conſort fled. 
No more he holds your power in either hand, 
One to controul the ſea, and one the land; 
Vet Sovereign o'er theſe ifles you ſtill remain, 
And in our willing hearts triumphant reign : 
Vet ſtill your fleers the liquid empire keep, 
And ride majeſtic o'er the boundleſs deep. 
Abroad your conquering troops lament your loſs, 
In dreadful grief, pernicious to your foes. 
Soon as the news was to the camp convey d, 
On Lifle's retarding citadel employ'd, 
Murmuring they paus'd, the tidings to enquire, 
Wich arms reclin'd, and ſtopp'd their ſtorms of fire; 
But ſoon diſcharg'd their fury on the Gauls, 
And pour'd freſh ruin on their ſhatter'd walls. 
Eugene and Marlborough ſtill your thunder wield, 
In ſpite of winter, and maintain the field: 
Always victorious, they the foe engage, 
Like winter tempeſts, with redoubled rage; 
Teaching his ſcatter'd troops no more to dare 
To ſtand the ſweeping whirlwind of their war. 
Fir'd with new courage, farther we advance 
On hoſtile ground, and cloſely preſs on France; 
Britannia's Queen, and all Britannia's powers 
_ Level their bolts at Gallia's haughty towers, vx. 
More terrible in grief: ſo lightnings fly, [ky. 


Reddeaing the horrid gloom, when clouds obſcure the 
Leet 
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let all vour conqueſts for his death atone ; 
Forget Vate's triumphs, and improve vour own. | ae 
E Chicfly to you the godlike Prince is loſt: „ 

Pur think, oh! think, you grieve at Europe's coſt, | 
| And leaſt ſhould mourn him, though you loſe kim moſt, 
| And sou“, who near your weeping Sovereign wait, 
| And ſhare the melancholy pomp of ſtate ; | 
| Uſe all your female tenderneſs, and find 
| The gentleſt arts to recompoſe her mind * 
| Nor wich unſkilful, pious haſte increaſe 
| The ſwelling paſſion which you ſtrive to eaſe; 
| But ſooth the pain awhile, and bring relief 
| With all the fofteſt elegance of grief. 

In ſad, complaining ſounds her fighs return, 

And own your Queen has wondrous cauſe to mourn. 

| But then 1 intreat her to regard our fears, | 

| And count the vaſt 3 of royal tears. 

May Heaven, and ſhe, if Heaven our crimes can ſpare, 

| Make that ineſtimable life their care! 

That we implore, with anxious fears opprefs'd, 
dolicitous for that, and thoughtleſs of the reſt. 


Joskrn Taarr, M. A. Fellow of Wadbam = 
| College, Publick Ledurer of Poetry. 


An apoſtrophe to the dutcheſs of Marlborough. N. 
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ON THE INAUGURATION 
OF KING WILLI AM AND QUEEN M ARY®, 
By MR. ROBERT NEIN o f. 


5 QUeeeſful Cyrus, Fortune 5 8 ſon, 

_ i= By prophecies predeſtin'd to a throne, i 
Reſolv'd (when now his vigorous vouth was s fir 
With juſt ambition, and his ſoul aſpir'd 

As ripe for empire) to anticipate 

The lazy courſe and flow deſigns of fate. 

No ſooner did the valiant Prince declare 

His noble reſolutions for a war, 

But zealous Perſians to his ſtandard run, 
And paid their homage to the rifing ſun. 


From the “ Vota Oxonienſia pro ſereniſſimis Guilheimo 
% Rege et Maria Regina M. Britannia, &c. nuncupats. 
4% Oxonii. 1689. K. 

+ Tais excellent ſcholar was born at Croton in North- 
amptonſhire, where his father was rector. He was ſeat 
carly to Weſtminſter ſchool, and elected thence to Chritt 
Church, where he proceeded M. A. June 1, 1693. k. 
and P. P. July 7, 1709. He was ſecond maſter of Weſt- 
minſter ſchool in 1711, when he drew up the preamde 
to the earl of Oxford's ta of peerage 3 - and W 


| He was aherwards Yo maſter of Weſtminer fohool, 0 
obtained a canonry of Chriſt Church. The living of Wine) 
he 8 to his ſon in 17 345 aud died April 15, 1745. N. 

The 
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The youth his arms on Media's confines plac'd 
To fight with enemies, but friends embrac'd: 
Revolting troops came from the diſtant plain b 
| Brave Harpagus renounc'd the Tyrant's reign 3 
And poor Aſtyages with envy ſa _ 
The laurel flouriſh on his nephew's brow. 
do great an action in ſo ſhort a ſpace _ 
Fully accompliſh'd, with ſo little loſs 
Or blood and ſoldiers, ſuch unanimous 
Propenfions to a foreign prince's cauſe = 
Providence left unparallel'd till now— 
Religion call'd aloud for aid, and yous — f 
Hluſtrious Prince, her mighty champion cane 
With freſh ſupplies to Veſta's dying flame; j 
Commanding her to live, and ſhine eternally the ſame. 
Your character great Cyrus ſtill purſues; 
You free the Chriſtians as he freed the Jews : : 
Ard to this noble enterprize vou were, | | 
Like him, preſerv'd by Heaven's peculiar care, 
But now that debt you gratefully repay, 
And on the Gods new obligations lay : 3 
Themſelves, their altars, all their ſacred ſtore 
You now defend, as they did you before. 
While the loud fame of this exploit reſounds, 
A thouſand more within theſe narrow bounds 
Crowd for admittance, and demand their ſhares 
In your encomium ; but they, like the ſtars, 
Vhen the meridian ſun exalts his face, 
Muſt diſappear, and yield to brighter rays. | 
Triumphant Prince! who ſitt'ſt upon a throne | 
bd merit, not by dull ſucceſſion 3 
| Whit 
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With what advantage does thy reign begin, 
Who learn'dſt to rule before thou wert a king! 
We in this happy choice at once may ſcc 
The Nation's gratitude and policy: 

Who could more fafely be advanc' a, than he, 
To whom the owes her reſcu'd liberty ? 

A ſceptre and three kingdoms with regard 
To former merits, is a {mall reward: 

| And vet, great Cyrus, new engagemeats preſs 
For your ailiſting hand; new ſervices _ 
Expect your conduct: wealthy Crœſus roars, 


And threatens vengeance from the neighbouring ſores: 
With bombs he thunders; but where they hare talba, 
A gentler ſhower has frequently prevail'd. 
He does not truſt ſo much in ſteel, as gold: 
Tis this that gives him hopes, and makes hum bold; 
Wiulit they who can't be conquer'd, may be old. 
But let him know, that gencrous ſouls defy, 
With equal ſcorn, his arms and bitbery : 
Let the baſe T yrant underſtand, too late, 
Another Henry rules the Britiſh ſtate. 
Go on, heroic prince, and ſince a crown 
And kingdom you ſo catily have won; 
(Our higheſt withes can no more as) 
May you defend them with the ſame ſuccels ! 
R. FREIND, Student of Chriſt Churdh. 


3 
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ON THE DEATH OF QUEEN CAROLINE . 
LTD o . 
ab PRANOBILEM ET ILLUSTRISSIMUM THOMAM, 
 DUCEM DE NEWCASTLE, | 
| SERENISSIMO REGI GEORGIO SECUNDO 
SECRETARIUM PRINCIPALEM, 
Y Eſucta nofro, Melpomene, diu 
Comes labori, in vota noviſſima 
Dignare poſci, et tange præſens 
Tange lyram ſemel inſolentem. 
Nec non favebis, Cultor et artium 
Fautor bonarum, nec renues Tuum, 
Dilecte Mxcenas, ſupremis 
Pruſidium precibus roganti. 
Favere dixi? quin propius meis 
Accede curis, Tu quoque particeps 
Doloris, et ne parce mecum 
Planctibus ingeminare planctus. 
Illa, Ilia doctis, occidit, occidit 
Amica Mufis ! Illa Britanmie 
Suborta lux, extincta doumit 
. Purperuam Carolina noctem. 


* Pom « pietas Academiz Oxonienfis in obitum au- 
« guſtiſſimæ et deſideratifime Reginx Carolinæ. Oxonii, 
178. N. | 

+ Dr, FFreind's Latin poetry is much ſuperior to his 


Englith, For an epigram by Pope on his verboſe epitaphs, tee 
vol. V. p. 316. P. 


cui 
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Cui non recurric (proh nimium frequens 15 
Auguſta imago? Gloria Curie 
_ L#tantis (ut Mater Dearum 
Ccœlicola comitata cry) = 


Tecti recluſis E penetralibus 
Nunc prodiens ; nunc undique Gratiis 
Stipata ſiſtens, mox per omnem 
NDobilium gradiens coronam. 
Repente, verſa jam vice, regiam 
Poſſedit Aulam triſte ſilentium: 
Et cœpit hinc primum Gedrgi 
M.,agnanimum trepidare pectus. 
An Te vigentem fama et honoribus, 
Aut me remoti ruris ab angulo _ 
Super calentem dedecebit 


Solvier in lachrymas favillam ? 


Fleamus; at quam flemus, et invicem 
Miremur una. Quam bene pendere 
Momenta rerum maximarum 
_ Calluit; imperii, nec impar, 
vices obivit! cernere perſpicax 
Mentes ſequaces flectere qua tenus 
| Fando valeret, quoſve poſſet 
Isnſinuando ciere motus. 
O quz ſolebat, quæ et quoties loqui ! 
Quvam ſzpe cum ſola Illius, Illius 
5 Sereniores inter horas, 
Dulcibus alloquiis retenti, 
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Depoſta i in imis ſenſibus hauſimus : 1 
Reſponſa! Vox ò non hominem ſonans ! 

Sermoque dignus qui beatas 
Ad ſuperum referatur aures ! 
oO ſpes inanes ! hei mihi quam eito 
Sublata noſtris ex oculis procul 
Aucdire nos et multa, multa et 

Dicere deſeruit volentes ! 
Ecquis ſuperſtes, vel ſtudio part _ 
Vel arte pollens, moribus imbuat 
Prolem tenellam, Principeſve TY 

Formet ad imperium minores? 


* Ecquis, duelli dum medium inſerit 
Paciſque ſeſe Georgius arbitrum, 
Expertus æque Regni habenas 
Hic premat, hie moderetur ? Eequis 


Sed Te repoſcunt rebus ad Exteros 

Diſpertiendis mille negotia: 

Et conſulentem Te viciſſim 
Mille vocant ſuper Urbe curæ. 


Tu perge, felix, et patriz decus 
Tuere longum. Me dolor intimo 
Sub corde defixum tenebit, 

Me Dominam propere ſequentem. 


ROBERTUs FREIND, 8. T. P. 
Adi Ghrifti Canonicus. 


R O N- 
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HE flower of Phcebus, on a ſummer's morn, 
„ Advanc'd her head, to ſhew her painted pride, 

And gaily lofty, with diſdainful ſcorn, _ | 
_ Oferlook'd the plants that bloſſom'd by her de, 


The roſe, the lily. violet, and balm, 
Whoſe beauties ſcaice were warm'd into a flower, 
With envious wrath near to a watery calm, ö 


Bceheld my Cynthia, i in a happy hour. 


. quite awake, nor too much won with ſlcep, 
But ſweetly lumbering they beheld the ſaint; 
The roſe and lily ſeparately creep, 
Ard o'er her face diffuſe their beanteous paint, 


The vzolet and balm to air conſum d, 
| Her breath with their united odours fi d. 
Apollo, ſmelling all the ſkies perfum'd,. 
His glittering beams into her eyes diſtill'd. 
His flower, amaz'd, ſunk down into her Nye 
Folded her leaves, and piu'd herſelf to death; 1 
The roſe and lily bloom in Cynthia's face, 
7 he violet and balm enrich her breath, 


a. -—_—_— — 


Ceaſe then, fond men, henceforth to boaſt your flowers, 
Balm, roſes, lilics, violets are ours ; ? 

* Ev'n Phœbus' flower muſt, vanquiſh'd, yield he prize, Wl 

Since his own beams are loſt in Cynthia's eyes. 


OVID 


x: x29. oF 


ovV1D, BOOK I. ELEGY III. 


To HIS MISTRESS, 


ur MR. CHARLES HOPKINS®, 


3 B E juſt, dear maid; an equal paſſion prove, 

: Or ſhew me canſe why I ſhould exer loves 

L do not at your cold diſdain repine, 

E Nor aſk your love, do you but ſuffer mine, | 

dare not aim at more exalted bliſs, 

And Venus will beſtow her votary this. 

re him, who will for endleſs ages fervez 

Take him, whoſe faithful flame will never ſwerve. 

Though no illuſtrious names my race adorn, 

ho am but of equeſtrian order born; : 

Though a few ploughs ſerve my paternal fields, 

[Nor my ſmall table many diſhes yields; 

Vet Bacchus, Phoebus, and the tuneful Nine, 

Are all my friends, and to my fide incline, 
And Love's great God, at laſt, will make me thiac. 

We Heaven knows, dear maid, I love no other fair; 
In thee lives all my love, my heaven lies there. 
On! may I, by indulgent Fate's decree, | 
With thee lead all my life, and die with thee! 
Thy beauties yield me my tranſporting theme z 
And while I cetebrate thy charming name, 

My verſe ſhall be as > ſacred as my flame. 


Co 


Fith 1everal of his Poems, vol. II. p. 183. & lep | 


| 
| 


* This excellent writer's ki ſtory has been already given, : 


Vo, VII, | R "Iva 
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Jove' s ſeveral rapes, his injur'd To's wrongs, 
Are made immortal in his Poet's ſongs. 
Verſe till reveals where Leda's flame began, 
Rais'd by the ſecret godhead in the ſwan. 
Ihe ſtory of the rape, Europa bore, 
| Shall laſt while winds ſhall rage, or waters roar. 
py | Your name ſhall live like theirs, while verſe ny 
And mine > be ever writ, and 1 with yours. 


soN. BY MB. CHARLES HOPKINS. 


I all the diſmal rage of war, 
Undaunted and unmov'd J ftood, 
I march'd inſenfible of fear, 

Through ftorms of tire, and ſhowers of dies 


Amidſt the dangers of the geld, 

| Defenſive arms can aid afford; 

Fate finds reſiſtance from the ſhield, 
And foes are conquer'd by the * 


Here I am left without a guard, 
Helpleſs as naked Indians, ſlain; 
4 And fear to ſeize the leaſt reward, 
23 8 In lieu of all my mighty pain. 


I dare not ſnatch the ſmalleſt bliſs, 
| Such 15 the awful love that charms me; 
Sb. ould I preſume to force a kiſs, 
One angry. glauce from her diſarms me. 


1 3 $0 N. 
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| INJ HEE others, with the taſte of bliſs, 
7 The faith of loyal ſlaves approve, 
And oft engage them with a'kiſs, 
Lou more unkindly ſtarve my love. 
Soldiers, oppreſs'd with too much toil, 
| Halt often ere the battle's done, 
Till, having partly ſhar'd the ſpoil, _ 
They ſpur with fiercer courage on. 
Thus Iſrael's hoſt began to faint, 
In marching o'er the deſert ſand, 
Their vigour and their patience ſpent, 
Ere yet they reach'd the promis'd land. 


But when they ſaw, in ſhowers of rain, 
The wondrous food profuſely given, 
Encourag'd to renew their pain, 
They journey 4 on to N Heaven. 


TO MR, CHARLES HOPK KINS, 
| ON READING HIS TRANSLATIONS, 
3 * MR. CHARLES 6 1 L DON. 


f US ſweetly once the love-ſick Orpheus ſung, 
When on his voice the ſylvan audience hung; 
Thus ſmooth his numbers, and thus ſoft his ſong, 
aat calm'd the native rage of the infernal throng — 


* Already mentioned, vol. IV. p. 23. A farther account 
m may be ſeen in the“ Supplement to Swift,” N. 


At K 2 3 | —Ah! 


132 MISCELLANY. POEMS. 


Ah! no—my friend, I-wrong thy nobler fame, 
He only Woods, Stones, Brutes, and Hell could tame; 
And female madneſs ſtrove in vain t' aſſuage, | 
Falliag a victim to their thoughtleſs rage: 
But thou canſt melt a woman's boundleſs hate, 
| Bend all her ſtubborn pride, and all her rage ae : 
Exalt her ſordid mercenary mind. 
And make the ſex ſoft, generous, juſt, and TP 
S0 on, dear youth, with lucky omens move, 
| And teach the Britiſh ladies how to love. 
Shew every ſpring by which the paſſions riſe, 
How admiration firſt attacks the eyes, 
Thence how it gently does the heart ſurpriſe : 
"How there it kindles that unruly fire, 
That melts our paſt indifference to glowing hot deſire 
Shew the miſtaken methods of the Fair, 
Who drive their ſighing flaves to curs'd deſpair, 
Ah! let thy verfe more tender thoughts inſpire, 
And make relentleſs fair-ones burn with equal fire. 
Like Ovid's ſhall thy picture then be worn, 
And the glad hand of every youth adorn, 
As a {ure phikie gainſt his miſtreſs' ſcorn. 


(: 133 1 
| TO LORD CARTERET 
Dr nlNCIPAL SECRETARY OF STATE, 
[ BY: DR. GEORGE SEWELL+. 1721. 


1 — — — - Anime, quales non candidiores + 


»» 


« Terra tulit — — —” —— en» 


URE there“ 8 a a fate i in excellence, too ſtrong 
I To ſtruggle with the morral fabric long ; 

E Whether the weaken'd ſprings of life decay, 

As active thoughts their energy diſplay; 

(Or the Soul, ſcornkul of her feat, aſpires, 

And, like a gueſt unſatisfy'd, retires. | 

is Earth robb'd by a reſuming Sky, 

Only to thow it can as faſt ſupply ? 


Here 
* Aſte r Grenville: N. | | 
+ This gentleman, who was univerſally ene for his 
[amiable diſpoſition, is better known as an elegant writer and 
[an excellent poet than in his own profeſhon. He was born at 
EF Windſor, where his father was treaſurer and chapter-clerk 
ol the college. He received his education at Eton-ſchool, 
ard at Perer-hovuſe, Cambridge; where having taken the de- 
gree of B. M. he went to Leyden, to ſtudy under Boerhaave, - 
ad on his return practiſed phyſic in the metropolis with re- 
pation, In the latter part of life he retired to Hampſtead, 
where he purſued his profeſſion with ſome degree of ſucceſs 
ani three other phyſicians came to ſettle at the ſame place, 
ner his practice ſo far declined as to yield him very little : 
Kyantage. He kept no houſe, but was a boarder. He was 
"ck eſteemed, aud fo frequently invited to the tables of 
„ | 5 gentlemen 
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Here ſeythe · arm'd Death the full-grown Virtues moys, 

There the reſtoring hand of Plenty ſows : 

Fhus patriots die, and patriots mount the ſphere, 

As ſome ſtars ſer, that others may appear. 
Give me profuſe of tears o'er Craggs to mourn, 

| And, grateful; coalecrate the much-lov'd urn. 


* 


Seer: 


gentlemen in the neighbourhood, that he had ſeldom occr- 
fron to dine at home. He died the Sth of Febrv ary, 1726; 
ard was ſuppoſed to be very indigent at the time of his death 
as he was interred on. the 12th of the fame month 1m the 
_meaneſt manner, his coffin bei ing little better than thoſe a 
lotted by the pariſh to the poor who are buried ſrom the 
workhouſe ; neither did a fingle friend or relation attend hin 
to the grave. No memorial was placed over his rematiis; 
but they lie juſt under a hollow tree which formed à part dt 
+ hedge-row that was once the bougdary of the church vs, 
Br{ides feven controverſial pampblets, he wrote, I. „ Tit 
« Life of John Philips ;** 2. „A Vindication of the Englit 
« Stage, exemplified in the Cato of Mr. Addifon, 1716; 
3. Str Walter Raleigh, a Tragedy, acted at Lincoln 
« Inn Fields, 1719, and pait of another play ended to be 
rallied © Richard the Firft,” the fragments of winch were pr 
liſned in 1728 with “ Two moral Effays on the Government 
* of the Thoughts, and on Death,” ande tion of . 
« yorat Poems publiſhed in his I:fe-r:me.! The (ollow!"s 
firgle poems of his are chumersted by | cob and Cibber (1 
both of whom thoſe here ſeleRed arc annstiegd) : 1. 05 
« Confcience, Beauty, the Force of Muſic, Song of Þ 
las, &c.”” dedicated to the duke of Newcaſtle. - 2. 11 


6« is Grace the Duke of Marlborovgh, on his rang . 


« Cer mes 


10 LORD CARTE RE T. 335: 
rere Diſeaſe ] what power ſhall mock thy ſ peed, 
Eluſive of the ſkilful hand of Mead? 

Yet was his courſe complete, though finiſh'd ſoon ; 
His ſun was ſtrong, though darken'd in its noon. 
O may no tongue profane thy tomb invade, - 

Nor envy poſthumous purſue thy ſhade ! 

Fair ſhine thy fame, and be thy praiſes juſt, - 

And mix with Addiſon's thy ſocial duſt ! 

| The ſweet-tongu'd Addiſon, whoſe happy vein 
Firſt rival'd, Plato, thy immortal ſtrainz, _ 


„Germany, 1712.” 3.“ Upon his Majeſty's Acceſſion.“ 
4. © Verſes to her Royal Highneſs the Princeſs, on the 
© Death of the young Prince.” 5. A Deſcription of the 
Field of Battle, after Czfar was Conqueror at Pharſalia, 
from the Seventh Book of Lucan.” 6. Walpole, or the Pa- 
„triot.“ 7. © Tranflations from Lucan, occaſioned by the 
i 1 of Cato.“ 8. „ The Fifth Elegy of the Firſt Bouk 

of Tibullas, tranſlated, and addreſſed to Delia.” q.“ An 
2 res for loving a Widow.” 16. «© The Fifth Pfalm 
«.paraphraſed.” 11. «© A Poctical Epiſtle,” written from 
e e to Mr. Thornhill, upon Mr. Addiſon's Cato.“ 
12. An Epiſtle to Mr. Addifon, on the Death of the Earl 
* of Kain 13. Cupid's Proclamation, or a Defence of - 
„Women; a Poem from Chaucer.” 14. The Second 
„Book of Quillet's Catlipzdia.” Dr. Sewell was an oc- 
catonal aſifiant ro Harriſon in the fifth volume of 4 The 
„Tatler;“ was principally concerned in the nipth volume 
of « The Spectator;“ and publithed a tranilation of © Ovid's 
Metamorphoſes”, in oppolition to the edition of Sir Samucl 
Cart! h. N. 

* Small pox, D. . | . 
Fe: Though 


r 


; 
. 
f 
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Though Tully with a ſtrong reſemblance vy'd, 


And Lewis crowded Academies try'd, 
Illuſtrious friends! (if this poor verſe can give 
Life to your names) your friendly names ſhall live, 


Long as the ſtructure that your urns contains, 
Or liberty with George's line remains. 


Who thinks of liberty, but Stanhope's ® name 


Beats in his breaſt, and fets his ſoul on flame? 


O much-lamented ghoſt ! thy virtues ſhow 


Like ſtars which through yon azure convex glow ; 


A beauteous train, that {peak the power divine, 
And frong in brightneſs, as in number ſhine, 


rant Heaven ſome influence from his aſhes dart, 


io warm and actuate each Britiſh heart! 
Divide his gifts! This be the Warrior's heir, 
Here let the Stateſman, there the Scholar ſhare: 
In him were all theſe various proſpects croſt, 


And future Mar! b'roughs and Godolphins loft. 


Nor thou, O Carteret, with a frown diſdain 
The Muſe that tunes this melancholy ſtrain; 


For who the virtuous grave with incenſe firows, 
Tuc faireſt mark to hving merit ſhows. 


To count our loſs, is only to foreſee 


What the demanding age expects from thee. 


Then let it give its proudeſt wiſhes ſcope, 

Thy deeds ſhall juſtify its boldeſt hope. 

What is the dark-drawn fcene of life ſupine . 
A dream of entity without deſign, 


A uſeleſs ſpace twixt Nature's rife and fall, 
Forgetting all things, and forgot of all? 


james, carl S:anhope, D. 


What 


TO LORD CARTERET. 46 

| What is the land of ſciences when paſt > 

| A wild of thiſtles, or a barren: waſte ; 

or vainly wordy, fruitful of diſpute ; 8 

or deep- reſerv d, unprofitably mute. 

| Few, very few, have on this droſs refin'd, 

Jo poliſh nations, and improve mankind. 

Theſe too at mighty diſtances are ſeen, 

And many a lazy age muſt paſs between. 

Fate various æras mix d, and doubtful draws - 

Between a Solon's and a Parker's laws. 

From our firſt William's trace to George's days, 

Few Walfinghams, and fewer Carterets blaze. 
Thee, early ripe, with every grace endued, 

The Muſes with an cye of blefling view'd : 

They form'd thy manners ductile to the lyre, 

And bade thee to the nobleſt ſeats aſpire: 

Hence wit and elegance of ſpirit flow d, 

And the ſweet habitude of doing good. 

As in the ſeed to curious eyes appear 

The gay unfolded beauties of the year, 

The future grove looks green in leſſer lines, 

And the next harveſt in its nonage ſhines: 

The ſtateſman thus was hgur'd | in thy prime, 

And waited but the ripening hour of Time; 

Nor waited long; thy Genius took a flight, 

Out-wing'd thy years, and haſten'd to its height. 

As the ſun's rays the wakening plants Prepare, 

as the wing'd whirlwind moves the pallive air, 

duch is the Genius to the human frame, 

Ar, ded vital, and dilating flame, 


That 
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That mounts beyond the views of vulgar reach, 

And puts the principles of life on ſtretch. 
Such, Carteret, in thy breaſt thy Monarch ſaw, 
And ſent thee forth to give rough nations law; 
Long-harraſs'd Sweden with new te to chear, 
And bid War reſt _—_ his iron ſpear. 

Mad waſte of rage! how wide thy vengeance flew, . 
Nor breathing reſpite of the ſeaſons knew; 

The Summer meadow, and the Winter flood, 

Only diſtinguiſh'd by degrees of blood. 

The plunderer's hand conſuming unretirain'd, 
As jealous of her ſtore, ev'n Nature drain'd ; - 
Her ſurface waſted, deeper ſtill engag'd, 

And in the centre of her treaſure rag'd. 

Then timely, Carteret, roſe thy peaceful ſtar, 

To calm the Dane, and check the fiercer Czar: 
What hand ſoe'er ſhall fix the great deſign, 

The tirft plantation of that Olive 's thine. 

Now in thy councils let thy country ſhare; 
She beit deſerves, and moſt will bleſs thy care: 
An age in faction and corruption loſt, 

And only haunted by dead Virtue's RA; 

Aſks a Lvcurgus to correct the times, 

And Draco's ſenter.ces for unmetch'd crimes. 

The ſhatter'd Nate, though fearful cf her doom, 


Sees a new light break chearful through the loom; 
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And ſ\i!l fecute the public veſſel rides, 


While Carteret m rafters, and George preſides, 
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A SPEECH 


* WESTMINSTER ABBEY, 
BY DR s EW EL IL. 


0CCASIONED BY THE DEATH. or MR, app150n%, 


E facred ſeats, ye venerable urns ! 
| Where gilded Royalty to duſt returns; 
Where Bards, who promis'd evcrlaſting breath, 
Mock their own boaſt, and meet their Kings in death; | 
Reccive the debt your cruel manhons craves | 
As ns as Nature ever yours _ gras e. 


* The author of this ſketch anal no alien and 
was prompted by many reaſons to pay his little tribute to the 
ches of that excellent map; but ſeeing another poem on the 
fame ſubject [by Mr, Tickell, probably, I he left it unfinithed; 
and it now comes forth, rather as a teſtimony of his grati- 
tude and eſteem, than as a deſign equal to the merit of the 
ductaſed. The reader will ſee eafily that the ſcheme is at 

Hatt new to. an Engliſh tafte, and what a ſcope there was 
to have given it length, if not worth ſufficient. The An- 
. cients delighted much in this ſolemn Kind of poetry; and 
::doed it we ſpeak with a true warmth of affection, it ſeems 
the moſt natural and-beſt fort of Elegy, If the reader has 
a mind to fre a noble ſpecimen of this way of writing, let 
him read the great Dr. Bentley's “ Allocutio ad Sepulchrum, 
” which is by far the moſt 
EXCt Unt and finiſhed piece of this fort that ever Was pro- 
iced, PCW ELL. 


3 | Earth 


on the Death of Prince George, 
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Earth open wide! rejoice thy greedy womb! 

| Be proud, O Death! and triumph o'er the tomb. 

"This was a conqueſt — at a ſingle ſpoil, 

To plunder half the learning of our iſle, 

In fields of battle where the ſword waſtes wide, | 

And You o'er ruin heap'd in triumph ride, 

Sedate the thinking mind the fate ſurveys 

Of creatures form'd to laſt but halt our day , 

And often feels a deeper loſs in one, 

Nlourning a Plato or an Addiſon. 

Great Bard! what various thoughts diſturb'd my head, 

When I beheld thee number'd with the dead 4 
Only diſtinguiſh'd by a deeent care, 

3 lay — what late immortal gueſt lodg'd there 4 — 

1s this,” 1 cry'd—then roſe the thought profane, 

But, by thy virtue check 'd, recoil'd uin — 

cgSuch is the power that good mens“ aſhes crave, 

To ſhoot a ſecret influence from the grave; 

Their tombs are lectures, and diſcharge the truſt. 

Of living eloquence from filent dult.” 

| Recover'd thus, I view'd around thee ſpread 

The ſicepter'd Monarch, and the mitred head; 

Kings more than dead, as ſeeming to accuſe 

Thy fate, and want of thy recording Muſe. 

„ ET Ye W — a Ta 
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DR. SEW EL L. 0 E. P. R. ESQ, 
| ON HIS INCOMPARABLE, INCOMPREHENSIBLE POEMS, 
AFTER THE: MANNER Py” THE EARL or DORSET. 


* ON what ſtrange Muſes country's are we thrown, 
So long kept ſecrer, and ſo lately Known? 
| As if each ſiſter on ſome Indian wild, 
Were raviſh'd, and withdrew to drop her child v; 
A child, which can no careful nurſing lack, 
But runs, like partridge, with its egg on back. 
Well may you, Sir, all Critics rules defy, 
For they have none to judge your Poems by. 
Your meaning they like Revelations gueſs, 
The more they read, they underſtand the leſs, 
Brave vouth ! what comments in a future age 
Shall with the darkneſs of thy text engage? 
While each thall labour to explain thy mind, 
And make that ſenſe — you ne'er for ſenſe def: Ion'd 3 : 
And yet there may be ſome — thy verſe affords 
Letters and ſyllables, nay — perfe& words. 
And does not ſenſe from theſe materials rife, 
As {ure as milk makes cheeſe, and dough makes pies 2? 
The Chemiſts ſav, that dung-hill Earth contains 
All principles of Nature in its veins; 
But a dark coat the ſecret parts conceals, 
Till purging Fire their elemcuts reveals: 


* A Parody on Dry den's 6 Indian Emperor,” 8. 


Thus 


1 
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Thus may all elegance, and wit profound, 

In the dark Somewhege of thy book be found: 
Fetter'd in myſteries which no eye can ſee, 

Till conquering Flames ſhall ſet the priſoner free. 
Thus muſt thy book a bright burnt-offering riſe, | 
Ere mortals ſhall its ſecret value Prize. = 
Nor thou, O father, for thy child repine; 

The Sibyl burnt ſix volumes out of nine. 

And equally myſterious is thy wit, 

At once for all things and for nothing fit. 

As many oracles from thee ſhall come, 
By good expounders, as from her at Rome. 

Oh! had you liv'd when Vandals, Goths, and Huns, 
Knock'd down the Friars, and debauch'd the Nuns; 

When foes the lands of Learning ravag'd o'er, 

And Heathen Greek and Chriſtian Latin tore; 
Thy curious pages had eſcap'd alone, 

The rhyme and harmony ſo like their own ! 

In admiration they had ſtood, to find 
A genius of the true Barbarian kind ; 

And thy great name had borne the L. aureat's ſty le, 

From Scythia's frozen coaſt, to Thule's ifle 
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bROoLOGUE, B V DR. Ew EIL LV, 


ro 'THE SECOND: PART OF KING HENRY IV. 


851 AKSPE ARE, who gave our Engliſh ſtage its birth, 
Here makes a medley ſcene of war and mirth: 
He knew .his countrymen's free ſpirit beſt, 

We laugh in earneſt — hut ne'er fight in jeſt. 

Now, he in eaſy ſcenes of nature charmsz 
And now your hearts with martial fury warm: ; 
Proving that rival nations muſt ſubmit 

To Engliſh courage, as to Engliſh wit. 

If ſometimes devious from old rules he ſtray 8. 
And treads awry from Ariſtotle's ways, 

'Tis but to ſhew he dar'd to give offence, 


| And laugh'd at flaviſh ties in any ſenſe. 


Free, and at eaſe, the mettled ſportfman rides, 


| And by his game alone his motion guides; 


Dogs beat upon. the {cent, but he purſues, 

deizes the prey, and mocks at diſtant views. 

Thus Shakſpeare paſſes nations in his flight, 

And leaves the laggard Genius out of fight; 

Yet reins his Pegaſus in full carcer ; 

They trighten danger, who no danger fear. 
Vet you, great Judges, ſometimes wink at crimes, 

Moſt were not his, bat errors of the times. 


* This Prologue was f. voken by Ar. Wilkes on the revival 
of the comedy by Betterton. An Epilocne by Dr. Sewell, 
more humorous than delicate, was Goken by Pinkethman 
u. the character of Fecble, a woman's taylor. N. 

55 _ Sometimes, 
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- Sometimes, vet half aſham'd of what he writ, 
"He quibbled like an errant Pulpit- wit. 


Like wanton fencers, ſome rude ſtrokes he made, 
To ſhow the ſtrength and toughneſs of his blade. 


But all apologies for him are wrong, 


He proves his value by his laſting long: 
And till with pleaſure his bright fame turvey 3 
| re in George's, * s s days. 


VERSES r. DR. SEWELL 


WRITTEN, AT HAMPSTEAD#. 


THY, Damon, with the forward day, 
Doſt thou thy little ſpot ſurvey, 
From tree to tree, with coubrful cheer, 

Purſue the progreſs of the year, 

What wiads ariſe, what rains deſcend, 
When thou betore that year ſhalt end? 5 


What do thy noon-tide walks avail, 
To clear the leaf, and pick the ſnail, 
Then wantonly to death decree 
An inſect vſcfuller than thee? 
Thou and the worm are brother-kind, 
As low, as earthy, and as bliad, 


* Theſe verſes, as coming from a phyſician, who knew hi; 
own cate and danger, are particularly ſtriking and pathetic, 


They are geverally ſaid to have been written “ when he was 


& 1n a conſumption,” but this does not appear certain. They 


flirſt appeared in a poſthumous eſſay, by Dr. Sewell, “ On the 
„ Uiefulneſs of Snails in Medicine,“ publithcd aſte. his 
| death, N, 


Vain 


77. VT "$4 
Vain wretch ! canſt thou expect to ſee 
The downy peach make court to thee : 2 
Or that thy ſenſe ſhall ever meet 
The bean-flower's deep-embolom'd ſweet, . 
Exhaling with an evening blaſt? 
Thy evenings then will all be paſt. 


Thr narrow pride, thy fancied gteen, 
(For vanity 's in little ſeen) 
All muſt be left when Death appears, 
In ſpite of wiſhes, groans, and tears; 
Nor one of all thy . that . 
Bur Roſemary will wich thee go. 


* 


DR. SEWELL, To MAJOR PAC C ky 
ON READING HIS POEMS. 128. 


3 by the vulgar tide (forgive the Wrong) 

thought, before I heard your powerful 10g, 
In noiſy war the Muſe's voice was mute, | 
Nor hop'd to find the Trumpet near the Lute, 


But now 1 lee, trom thy mclodious Javs, 


Tlie L aure! well may mingle with the Bars; 
The wartior's oak may tremble on the creft, 
And ver rite lover's myrtle ſhace the brealt. 
ls .. 1 } H 18 15 { » — 
Minerva thus in Homer's camp is ſcen: 
C. N 7 : y * » 
JUN the nan threateus irh a Warne zien; 
N 


o 17 Jofr words > Ps : ſuades the g ddy turong, 


7 
he And melts in ld ne On Civ ; IY CUNTENS 
1 do ou the botom of the T! bames unite 1 


be fruits of gentle peace, and pomp cf fight. 


r L He: 
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Here breathe the ſpicy gums from India's ſhores, 
In thunder there the roval navy roars. 
Mav Britain never want ſuch ſons as you, Fins 
To nght her battles, and record them too? 
Tyrtaus ſo led Sparta's ſoldiers on, 
Then ſung the trophies which himſelf had won. 
Be this thy double praiſe ; while we commend 
he wars you wiite the freedom vou dcfends 


AN ErIsTILE FROM LONDOX 


/T'S RICHARDSON PACK®, ESQ 
AT ST. EDMOND 'S-BURY, 


WRITTEN AT THE DECLINE or THE SOUTH- SEA.1 722 


Te noſtræ, Vare, my ricæ, 
Ts nemus omne canit, nec Phœbo gratior ulla 0 
am ſibi, quæ Var; preſcripſit pagina nomen. 


WV APT ia the pleaſures of a country ſeat, 
Deterving and avoiding to be great; 
You, Pack, enjoy fair Nature in her ſpriog, 
There ſoft— refocnſive to her muſic ſing: 
As ſhe the Lily ſnows, or Roſes arms, 
Snatch her juſt pencil, and tranſcribe her charms, | 
Or, deeply muſing in the curious ſtrain, 
Note how her hand dilates the teeming grainz 


16 


os Mr. Pack's poetical abilities a 1 EI ſuall be 
| civen. 1 have lome notion that this} poem is by Dr, Sewell. N. 
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TORICHARDSON PACK, ESQ. 

Till from the clefted coats the milky blade 

Shoots forth, promiſſive of a future ſhade : 

From whence recruited, by what gradual powers, 

She ſpreads in foliage, or ſhe breathes in flowers. 

Such ſcenes thy well-choſe Bury proſpects claim, 

To wake the ſage's or the poet's flame ; 

Sech raptures as at Naples Virgil fir'd, 

Or Tully in his Tuſeulum inſpir . . 
Therg happy ſtay; from guilty objefs free: 1 

Nor ſee the ſights that we are forc'd to ſce. 

Ambition, climbing with a giant's pride, 

fetches o'er Faith and Juſtice at a ſtride; 

While mourning Virtue, hopeleſs now to ſave, 

looks out to find an honourable grave. 

Here haſty Avarice, gathering in hos tore, 

Giinds the ſad viſage of the heartleſs poor ; 

all mute they ſtand, an uncompaſſion 'd race, 

ding the locuſts, whom they dare not chace. 

There the ſwoln ſea of luxury o'erflows, 

he treaſur'd ruin no confinement knows, 

burſting the chambers where before it ſlept, 

: looſely loſt, as once ſeverelv kept. 

By me, in ſuch a wild of follies plac'd, 

hat's to be ſhunn'd, or what's to be embrac*d 3 

there, that can the toilſome ſcene relieve, 

nd make our living worth the pains to live? 

r were it better that we early roſe. 

Tan fit the farce out, and in dullneſs cloſe ? 


ve Ves, were there nothing but the name of friend, 
N. 4 9 . * N * N . : 

1 2 Vürtuc rais'd without a private end; 

1 = 85 | 2 2 
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Self- conſcious Nature would aſſert her claim, 
And Reaſon iuſtify the righteous flame: 

That makes this day-light worthy of our ftrife, 
Ard gilds the {witt-deicending eve of lite. 
Abfent from him, kind wiſhes, tender thought, 
Warm with ideas paſt, with bleflings fraught; 
Should his dear image through the world purſue, 
And ſet him in the faireſt, fondeſt point of view. 
Thon next to him (for changes we mult grads 
Since frail Humanity is ſtill in want) 
Selected books might challenge our eſteem, 

Still beſt, as neareſt to the ancient ſtream. 

low the toul liſtens to the Siren proſe, 

| When Soctates's ſenſe in Plato flows 
Whether in vitionary ſcenes he ſtrays, 

And mighty truths in myſtic terms conveys ; 
Or traces in ſmooth dialogue this whole, 
A firſt ſupreme, and an immortal foul. 

We now, great, Wit! perceive thy ſubtle ſtrain, 
That baniſh'd poets from thy fancied reign *; 
In vain thy rigid rules their lays accuſe, 
When yourſelt {ubltitute a ſweeter Mule; 
Saperior beauties may torbear to rail, | 
Wen to diſplay their charms — is to prevail. 
Let {ce ! O, Plato! how juſt Nature's laws, 

Ia after-days reveng'd the Mules' Cauſe, 

dee thy great rival Roman Tully's curſe, 
Daun to a drudging impotence of verſe ; 


® Plato de Republica, 85 
5 5 Tis 
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The Sage s, Orator's, and Conſul's pride 
| Grew ſick for bays — and unattaining died. 
Hail, ſacred Poeſy ; thy gentle powers 
Be the ſoft ſharers of our lonely hours! 
Our infant years thy heavenly numbers . 
And lay the rugged paths of Science ſmooth: 
[Happy for learning! that her ſons of Fame 
Firſt choſe, and beſt adorn'd the poet 's name. 
Elſe with her heroes had her tongues lain dead, 
And dull prieſts puzzled o'er the Greek unread. 
The miſt of ages had o'er Virgil roſe, _ 
Loſt in Monaſtic rhvmes, or low Law proſe. 
[The Muſe's torch, diffuſive of its light, 
Secures her rivals from the ſhades of night; 
And by the flame that Homer's pages give, 
Demoſthenes and Ariſtotle live. | 
Who then, prophane of tongue, the Muſes blame, 
Deroutly ignorant their friend defame! 
Lite Oedipus, miltaken in the tray, 
Murder their father, to diſpute the way. 
Not ſo the knowledge of the better few, 
;ranville and Congres e, Tickell, Pope, and You: 
0! guard their fame — far humbler views be mine, 
4 Homer to Hippocrates refign! 
00 like their lots — the poct begg'd his meat, 
le doctor gains it — when too old to cat. 


* 8 1 N 
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oN us PLAYING ON THE ORGAN, 1722, 
BY. DANIEL RAT, M.A. 


OW hall the Muſe attempt to > trach, 
Artiſt divine! in fitting lays, 
w hat voice with equal thought can reach 
Thine and the ſacred Organ's praiſe? 
Oh! might the numbers flow with eaſe, 
As thou our ſpirits doſt command, 
_ Which riſe and fall by juſt degrees, 
Each foul obſequious to thy hand! 


With joy and wonder fill'd, we ſeem 
Borae on the ſwelling ſound on high, 
Like Jacob in his bliſsful dream, 
| All Heav« ea approaching to detcry ! ! 


| Now in more lengthen'd notes, and Low, 
* e hear, inſpiring ſacred dread, 
The deep majeſtic Orgaa blow, 
Symbol of lounds that rouze the dcad! 


A pleaſiug horror fills the dome ! 
The ſtatues o'er each antique tomb, 
Attentixe look! while we like them become! 


* 


Rector of Harriet}: amy "Wor : and ſome time chu 
la. n to the © houthald: of King George the F; r at Ko 
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See ! All, reſembling fle- bes, ſtand, 
Enchanted by thy magie hand! 

A folemn pauſe enſues — — — 

All things are huſh'd, and every breach 

Seems ſtopp'd as in the arms of death! 
Fach reſtleſs Paſſion 's ſoftly lull'd to peace, 
Al iilent Thought ſeems only not to ceaſe ! | 
How dreadful is this place! What holy fear 
Thrills through our ſhuddering veins! Hail, heavenly | 
That round th' Eternal ſing! for ſurely rn | (chair, 
ſchovah is! far, ye Profane, retire. 
Again we hear! and filence now is drown'd- 
la rapturous notes, and ecſtacy of ſound! 


| Fix'd in one ſolid ſtedfaſt gaze, 

The ruttic lund, a human brute, 
Devours the ſounds in deep amaze, 
Entranc'd, immoveable, aud mute. 

His wakening foul begins to gueſs 
Some God within that frame muſt dwel!, 
Now full convinc'd that nothing leſs 
Could ſpeak fo ſweet, ſo wondrous well, 


What (acred rage their breaſt alarm, 
Whoſe more than barbarous zeal excluins 
Againſt the ſoft perſuaſive charms 
Ot Maubc, which the {..va,e tame: ? 
Such they that tore the Thracian Bard, 
And with their frantic clamour drowu'd 
| What woods and rocks with rapture lcat(, 


| Yor, 1 Voice and Harp's meludious (ound ! 1 
| | L. 4 | | Ev'n 
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Ev'n me, untaught my voice to raiſe, 
Wont ſtill to haunt the ſilent hower, 
| Thy notes provoke to ſing their praiſe, 
And oh! that they iafpir'd the power! 
But as th' uuheeded numbers flow, 
Thy kill no ſooner they rehearſe, 
Than (as too groveling all and low) 
Aly heighten'd fancy ſcorns the verſe. 
Thus the fond bird whom ſhade and filence chevy 
Some great muſician's varied ſolo hears : 
Her little foul alarm'd, his notes eſſays, 
She ſings alternate as the artiſt plays: 
 Warbling ſhe firives, each modulation tries, 
Till tic'd, her weak wings droop, and griev'd, ſhe dies! 
In Roman ſtrains this Strada“ ſweetly ſung, 
But ſweeter Philips + in our ruder tongue. 


While bleſt with thy celeſtial airs, 
How vain we count the views of life, 
The miſer's hopes, the lover's cares, 
Dometiic feuds, and public ſtrife ! 

No more amus'd with gaudy fights, 
The world ſcems now to diſappear, 
While ſound alone the ſoul delights, 
Which raviſh'd would for ever hear ! 


„ Pidic 1215 & Philomelz Certamen.“ P. 

+ allora V.-—We have been aſſured that Philips, be- 
og complimented on this beaut:ful imitation, diſowned his 
previous Knowledge of the original. Creda: Jud eus“ P. 
| 5 ; Ti 
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Thy muſh, like the ſacred page, 1 
Tempe es the fierce, uplifts the faint, | 
Cempoles vouth, ealivens age, 
Th Mturate melts, inflames the faint? 
Each now refin'd from low defires, 
Raiv'd high by thee, and nobler trad 
His elevated thought admires, 
And feels a Kerne not his own 1 3 


But who can paint he Poet' s fires ? 
How are life's feeble ſtrings oppreſs'd 
With the ſtrong rage thy touch inſpires, 
While glowiug tranſports {well his breaſt 3 
| Riſing with thy exalted ſtrain, 
His labouring ſoul now fain would fly, 
| Fain would ſhake off this mortal chain, 
And re-aſcend its native ſky ! 
Thus led by Ma:o's Muſe to Cuma's cave, 
We hear the Maid inſpir'd divinely rave; 
Her changing colour and diſorder'd hair 
Raptures too great to be {uſtain'd declare + 
With heighten'd features, and wild glaring eyes, 
[Pant ing for breath,“ The God, the God!“ ſhe cries : 
e voice not hers, and more than mortal ſound, 
From vault to vault like thunder echos round 1 


Hark ! Cornet and Cremona join, 
Deep Diapaſon and Baſſoon, 

With Flute and Voice human, divine! 
A choir of infiruments 1 in one ! 


Now 
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Now loud all ſtops in concert blow 
By the harmonious whirlwind driven, 
Our ſouls are raviſh'd into Heaven, 
And ſeem to ſpurn the world below i 


Bleſt emblem of 0 joys! 
Where various forms and powers combine 
In harmony of thought and voice, * 
Mile all ro hyma their Sovereign join! 
But man, unhappy man, whoſe mind 
In the ſame Heaven was fram'd for peace, 
| Varies diſcordant (like the wind) 
Whom God nor Sovereign long can pleaſe * . 


| Swobn thoughts in his tumultuous ſoul 
Now like the troubled billows roll; 
Becalm'd, they now to ſpleen ſuhſide, 
Low, languid, as the ebbing tide | 
Vet as thy volant touch purſues 
Through all proportions low and high 
The wondrous fugue, it peace renews 
| Serene as the unſullied kr, 
Gladſome, as when Aurora's cheerful hes 
Difpell vain phantoms and delufive dreams. 
Tl attending Graces with thy tiagers move, 
And as they interweave the various notes, 
Concord and eaſe, delight and pureſt love, 
Flow where the undulating muſic floats 1 
* Thuz Dryden, Jy 
« No King can gorerny and no God car ;loafe* D. 
Baie 
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Baſe ſpirits fly ; and all is Holy ground | 

Wirlüun the circle of the facred ſound ! 

See! Diſcord of her rage diſarm'd, 
Relenting, calm, and bland as Peace; 

 Ev'n reſtleſs noiſy Faction charm'd, 

And Enry forc'd thy {kill to bleſs! 

Hexe Phrenſy and diſtracted Care 
Pleas'd and compos'd would ever dwell ; 

While joys, unknown till now, they ſhare, 
And feel a Heaven poſſeſs'd for Hell! 


Should Hate with Furies leagu'd combine, 


Till all be into ruin hurl'd, 


Say, would not Harmony like thine | 
Quell the wild uproar of the world? 
As when a raging tempeſt roars, 


Some ſecret power the ſtorm reſtrains, 


 _Huth'd are the waves, gay ſmile the ſhores, 
And peace o'er all the ocean 1icigns, 


Oh then that they whoſe rage and hate 
A brood of deadly miſchiefs nuile, TY, 
Who ſecret all our ills create, 
And then their own dire off f priog curſe, 
That all in one aſſembly join'd, 

Could hear thy healing ſoothing ſtrain! 
Soon ſhouldit thou calm their troubled mind, 
And Reaſon ſhould her ſeat regain : | 


Then in ſweet ſounds like thine, fo foft a ſtyle, 
Hoadly or Fleetwood filver-tongu'd ſhould ſhow 


How rage wouhl raviſh, from our frightcd iſle, 
The dear-Lovght bleſſings to the laws we owe z 
How 


The adventure is paſt, which I long'd to atchieve, 
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How from juſt laws the world derives repole, 
And Harmony through all the glad Creation flows! 
Their voice th' enlighten'd crowd to peace ſhould more, 
And tix for ever r fare in uy and os 


10 HENRY WRIGHT, or Wer t. ESQ 
ox BUYING THE PICTURE OF F, MALEPRANCHE, 
BY JOHN BYROM e, M. as F. R. . 

NOT PRINTED IN HIS WORKS, 


FELL, dear Mr. Wright, I muſt ſend you + line ; 
The purchate 1s made, Father Malebranche is mine, 


And I 'm ſo overjoy'd, you will hardly believe. 


1 


* This ingenious poet, a younger fon of Mr. Edward Bye 
rom, of Kerſall in Lancaſhire, was born in Mancheler, 
1691. He was educated, firſt in his native town, and after- 
wards at Merchant, Taylors ſchool in London, whence he 
was admitted a penfioner of Trinity College, Cambridge, 
under the famous Mr. Baker, July 6, 1708. He firſt diſtin» 
guiſhed himſelf in the world of letters in 1714 by the cele- 
| brated paſtoral, © My time, O ye Muſes, was happily ſpent,” 
in the eighth volume of © The SpcRator,” and by two hu» 
morous letters 'on dreams in that volume. In the fame 
year 1714, being then B. A. and having by his genius and 
regularity attracted the particular notice of Dr. Bentley, 
he was elected fellow of his college, Not chufing to enter 

| into 
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Ir you will but have patience, I'll tell you, dear friend, 
The whole hiſtory out from beginning to end. 
Excaſe the long tale; I could talk, Mr. Wright, 
About this ſame picture from morning till night. 
The morning it lower'd like the morning in Cato, 
And brought on, methought, as important a day too; ; 


| But about ten o* clock it began to be clear; 


And the fate of our capital piece drawing near, 
Having ſupp'd off to breaktaſt ſome common decoction, | 
Away trudges I in all haſte to the auction; 

Should have call'd upon you, but the weaver committee 
Forbad me that pleaſure ; — ; — the more was _ pity. 


The clock ſtruck eleven as I enter'd the room, 
Where Rembrant and Guido ſtood waiting their doom, 
Wich Holbein and Rubens, Van Dyck, Fintoret, | 
ee Pouſſin, Carlo Dolci, et cat, 


| Wien 


into orders, he vacatedehis fellowſhip in 1516, and went to 
Montpellier; where, applying himſelf cloſely to the ſtudy of 
phyſic, he acquired the appellation of Doctor. On his return 
to London, he became violently enamoured with a lady who 
was the fecond daughter of a rich uncle, which terminated 
na match to diſagreeable to their relations that they were 
reduced to great necefity. The Doctor, however, had re- 
courſe to an invention he had made whilſt at Cambridge, of 
a curious method of writing ſhort-hand ; and, by pafüng the 
winter ſeaſon in London, and the ſummer at Manchetter, ob- 
tained from it a tolerable ſupport for an increaſing family. 
By the death of an elder brother the family eftate devolved to 


um; and the bufinels of thort-hand being no longer neceſfary, 


he 


| When at length in the corner perceiving the Pere, 
Ha, quoth I to his face, my old friend, are you there? 
And methought the face ſmild, juſt as tho' it would ſay, 
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What, you 're come, Mr. Byrom, to fetch me weſt” 


Now before I had time to return it an anſu wer, 


Comes a ſhort-hander by, Jemmy Ord was the man, fir, 


So, Door, good morrow : fo, Jemmy, bon jour: 
Some rare pictures here ;—lo there are to be ſure + _ 


Shall we look at ſome of em? with all my heart, Jemmy; 
So I walk'd up and down, and my old pupil wi' me. 


Making ſull ſuch remarks as our wiſdoms thought proper, 
Where things were hit off i; in wood, Canvas, or copper, 


When at Posh about noon Mr. Auctioneer Cox, 


| w ich his book and his Lammer, mounts into his box; 


ne retired to a domeſtic life, and waulgedl himfelf in baga- 


telles till his death, which r at Bene in ths 


1 of bis me, e Rk were publiſhed at Mancheſter, | in 


1773, $vo. By theſe be appears to have been a Pehmenift. 
As it was his manner to commit his ſentiments of every kind 
to verſe; he is the author of many poems on ſubjects on 
which no one but himſelf would ever have invoked the Muſes. 
His lighter verſes he committed to the flames, and among 
them probably ſome of his belt, if we may judge from this 
and his © Paſtoral Ballad,” compared with his „two vo- 


4 lumes.“ One of his Poetical Diſſertations is made famous 
by Mr. Pegge's animadverſions « on it in the fich yolume of 
the & Arg a.”” N. 


Lo! 
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[.o! the firſt—nvumber one—then advanc'd his upholder 
With Malebranche : ſo Atlas bore Heaven on his ſhoulder, 
Then my heart, fir, it went pit-a-pat, in good ſooth, 
To ſec the ſweet face of the ſearcher of truth: 
Ha, thought I to myſelf, if it coſt me a million, 
This right honeſt head then ſhall grace my pavillion. 


Thus Rood lot the firſt both in number and worth, 
Ir pictures were priz'd for the men they ſet forth: 
Im ſure to my thinking, compar'd to this number 
Moſt lots in the room ſeem'd to be but meer lumbet, 
The head then apvearing, Cox left us to ſee t, 

And fell to diſcourſing concerning the feet, 
So long, and ſo broad—'tis a very fine head— _ 
Pleaſe to enter it, gentlemen” -was all that he ſaid. 


Hat been in his place, not a ſtroke of an hammer 
Till the force had been tried both of rhetorick and 
. grammar; 
A very fine head!“ — had thy head been as fine, 
All the heads in the houſe had reil'd bonnets to thine: 
Not a word whoſe it was—burt in ſhort *twas an head 
« Put 1t up what vou pleaſe”—and ſo ſomebody ſaid, 
Ilalf a picce—and ſo on—for three pounds and acrown, 
To ſum up my good forrune, I fetch'd him me down. 


There were three or four bidders, I cannot tell whe- 
ther, 


; Wat they never could come two upon me together; ; 

| Wor as ſoon as one ſpoke, then immediately pop 

adranc'd [motions more, fear the hammer ſhould drop. 
1 | I con- 


4 * 
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J confider'd, ſhould Cox take a whim of a ſadden, 
What a hurry it would puta man's Lancaſhire blood iz! 
Once—twice—three pound five—ſo, Nemine con. 
Came an abſolute rap—and thrice happy was John. 


6c Who bought it?“ quoth Cox. 6 Here s the money," 
cup 1. ö 5 

Still willing to make the ſecureſt reply : 
And the fafeſt receipt that a body can truſt 
For preventing diſputes 15—down with vour duſt? 
So I bought it, and paid for't, and boldly I fay, 
'T was the beſt purchaſe made at Cadogan's that day; 
The works the man wrote are the fineſt in nature, 
And a moſt clever picce is his genuine portraiture. 


For the reſt of the pictures, and how they were fold, 
To others there preſent, I leave to be told: 
They icem'd to go off, as at moſt other ſales, 
Juſt as folks“ money, judgment, or fancy prevails; 
Some cheap, and ſome dear; ſuch an image as this 
Comes a trifle to me: and an odd wooden Swiſs 
Wench's head, God knows who—forty-cight guincas— 
1 1t her | | 
Grace of Marlborough likes it—ſo fancy will differ. 


When the buſineſs was over, and the crowd ſomewbe 
Whip into a coach I convey number one. © [gout 


Drive a along, honeſt friend, faſt as e'er vou can pin; 
So he did, 2nd tis now ſafe nu jound at Grays'-lan? 
Done at Paris, it ſays, from the life by ons Gery, 
Who that was I can't tell, t 1 with his heart merty; 
In the year ninety-cight ; -{.xty quit from che birth 


Ol the greateſt divine, that ce liy'd upon carth. 
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And now, if ſome evening, when you are at 8 i 
You 'Il come and rejoice with me over my treaſure, 
With a friend or two with you, that will in free ſort 
Let us mix metaphyſicks and ſhort-hand and port, 
Wee talk of his book, or what elſe vou 've a mind, 
Take a glaſs, read or write, as we ſee we re inclin'd : 
Such friends and ſuch freedom! what can be more clever? 
Huzza! Father Malebranche and Short-hand for ever. 


) PEREGRINE MARQUIS oF C ARMARTHEN, 
ON HIS MARRIAGE WITH THE | 
a ARNE SEYMOUR, 1719. 


BY MR. THOMAS NEWCOMB®, 


GTAY, Phœbus blooming God of light! 
Thoſe diſtant worlds, ro which you fly, 
No wonder boaſt to pay your flight, 
No beauty to detain your eye; | 
No youths ſo bleſt, no nymphs ſo kind, 
As thoſe you chuſe to leave behind. 


Look 
i * Octhis ingenious writer I have given ſome particulars 


In vol. IV. p. 356. I ſince find that he lived ſome time at 
Rackney in rather diſtreſſed circumſtances z; but was no re- 


Nom tothe Newcomes that keep the famous ſchool there. 
Dr. Young was his friend. Beſides the ſeveral poems I have 
ere preſe rved, the long poem on the Laſt Judgement, and 
noſe 1 have before pointed out, he wrote, 1. The Manners 
(of the Times, in ſeven Satires,” after Pr, Young had 
Lowe Vi = + „ publithed 
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Look down a while, great orb, below, 
And, wondering, aſk thy golden tkies 
What lamps above with luſtre glow 
With brightneſs, fair as Seymour's eyes, 
Whoſe rival beams as they admire, 
Her beauty throws them back their bre. 


Not to behold her purer }; icht, 
To diſtant regions vou repair; 
Thy evening rays not half ſo bright, 
Thy morning glories {carce fo fair; 
Without a rival, trom thy tluone 
There thou may'lt make A day alone, 
Let 


publiſted bis Satires; 2.“ An ode to the Queen, on tt 
happy Acceſton of their Majefties.to the Crown, 172 
3. © An Ode to the Right Honourable the Ear! of Orford, 
on Retirement, 1742; 4. A Collection of Odes and 
Epigrams, &c, occaſiored by the Succeſs of the Brit 
and Confederate Arms in Germany, 1743;” 5. * An Ode 


inſcribed to the Memory of ihe late Earl of Orford, 1737 
6. © Two Odes to his Reval. Higbhneſs the Duke of Can 
berland; on his Return from Scotland; and on his Voy- 
| age to Holland, 1746 „ Paraphraie on tome Select 
Pſalms ;'* 8. „“ The Confommation, a Sacred Ode on the - 
nal Diffuletion of the World, infcribed to his Grace ths 
Archbiſhop of Canterbury, 17:52 ;*' gro. 9. Vindifta Bri- 
' tannica, an Ode on the Royal Navy, inſcribed to the 
King, 17 ;, 4to, 10. Noves Enigrammatum Delectus, of 
Original State Epigrains ard minor Odes ſuited to the Time, 
1560; dvo. 11.“ The Retired Penitert. Being a poeticil 
| Verf.c! 
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Let others from each God implore, 
A new increaſe of glory crave, 
You, bleit already, aſk no more 
But to ſecure that bliſs they gave; 
Peuflefs'd of Sevmour's charms to live, 
Is al! their kinde ſtlove can give. 
See Heaven, to grace th' auſpicious day, 
| Keeps back for her the rolling year; 
While Summer ſuns, with kind delay, 
The ſmiling brow of Autumn cheat, | 
Which does, to grace her nuptial, bring 
The flowers and verdure of the Spring. 


Verſion of one of the Rev. Dr. Young's moral Contempla- 


tions. Reviſed, approved, and publiſh ed, with the conſent 
of that learned and eminent writer, 1760 z amo. 12. % K 
congraiulatory Ode to the Queen, on her Voyage to England, 
17613; 4.0. 13. On the Socceſs of the Britim Arms. 
A congratulatory Ode addreſſed to his Majeſty, 1763; “ gto. 
He, was about go years old at this time.} 14. © The 
Death of Abel, a ſacred Poem written originally in the Ger- 
man language, attempted in the Style of Milton, 1763“ 
Imo. 18. In 1757 he publithed “ Verhons of two of 
« Hervey's Meditations“ in Blank Verſe;“ and in 1764 
the whole of them were printed in 2 2 vol, 12mo. I have allo 
reaſon to think that he was the author of ““ A Supplement 
to a late excellent Pocm, intituled, Are theſe Things fo? 
15403” and of “ Praexiſterce and Tranſmigration ; or 
the new Metamorphoſis, a Philoſophical Eflay on the Na- 
tere and Progrets of the Soul; a n; ſomething detween 
a Fanenvric and a Satire, 1243. N. 
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Oh, aſk your heart, your beating heart, 
As near her looks, confus'd, you lie, 
If kindeſt Fate did e'er impart 
A joy ſo ſoft, a bliſs ſo high, 
As her inſpiring bluſhes give, 
Which not to view were not to lire. 


We, when the Gods their ſmiles detain, 
To blame their rigor are inclin'd ; 
You, of their fondeſt love complain, 
Alike, when too ſevere, or kind: 
| Exceſs of bliſs may bliſs deſtroy, 
Nor make us feel, bur ſuffer joy. 


So when the ſhining ſons of light 
On earth their beauty would diſplay, 
Each form, with heavenly luſtre bright, 
O'crwhelins the world with too much day: 
Around each head what glories live, 
Obſcure the morn they ſeem to give. 


Thoſe bleſſings, which your birth or fame, 
| __ Your youth and glory could impart, 
For greater far, you now diſclaim, 
The triumph o'er fair Seymour's heart ; 
Which 1a her ſmiles and beauties won, 
Are all forgot, and all outdone. 


How many joys at once inſpire, | 
Your breaſt with pleaſing tranſport move, 
Her Virtue does your bolom fire | 
With wonder, and her eves with love! 
What paſſion muſt that ſoul deſtroy, 
Where Love itſelf's but half her joy! 


Vet 
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Tet thus poſſeſs'd of every bliſs, 
That Fate can give, or you implore, 
Although you feel no pain but this, 
To want a power of aſking more; 
Of one great joy depriv'd you live, 
To know your Heaven no more can give. 


Thus the brave Greek no pleaſure found, 

But ſigh'd (his crowns neglected by) 

That hie had ſtill an arm to wound, 

But Nature left no foe to die; 
The vanquiſh'd world with pain he view d, 
And almoſt wiſh'd it not ſubdued. 


Though Seymour” s beauties and her mind 
Reſiſtleſs charms could both impart, 
She took the nobleſt way to find 
A paſſage to your yielding heart: 
Chuſtng with Virtue to {urpriſe, 
And reach'd your foul before your eves, 


Oh ſay, what magic force vou try, 
Pair nymph, vour triumphs to ſulfi!; 
When thus you throw vour beauties by, 
Vet hoaſt a power to conquer ſtill x 
Thoſe uſeleſs plories lay aſide 5 
For which a e vouths have died. 


Thus from their native inward light, 
The ſparkling gens a worth vafold ; 
And with their own hid lafire bright, 
Diſcloſe a flame without the gold; 
Where needleis aid their beams deride, 
That gives to all things elſe their pride. 


NI ; Vhat 
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What paftions muſt your foul confets, 
Through everv ſenſe what bli's convey ! 
When Heaven, on purpoſe more to blels, 
| Refuſes to augment your joy: 
When Seymour's beauty 6Ils your mind, 
Tis goodneſs ſcarce to be more kind. 2 


To bear a tranſport in your breaſt, 
Exceeding that vou now [ultain, 
J with too great a weight oppteſs'd, 
Bur to indulge, a kinder pain; 
When, ſtealing pleaſures from her ey e, 
You know not if you live or die. . 


| To doat for ever on her charms, 
With mingled joy and pain oppreſs'd; 
To breathe, to live within her arms, 
And fondly on her boſom relt ; 
To view her eves, thy paiſton own, 
Look down—nor envy kings their throne, 
The youthful warrior's pride ſurvey, 
Juſt treading o'er the vanquilk'd field; 
Before vour eyes his tranſport lay, 
When millions fall, and empires yield ; 
Then view thy own fair yielding prize, 
And all his wreaths and fame delpiſe. 
How different are the glories found, 
Heroes in love and battle try; 
Here, tis a fame to give a wound, 
A greater there to yield and die; 
An equal triumph each purſues, 
While one ſubmits, and one ſubdues. 


What 


at 
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What laurel binds the victor's brows, 


The wretch's blood too deeply ſtains; 


 Whar fame from brightelt conqueſt flows, 


 Wirh fatal toil the hero gains: 
In Love, the only ſhaft that flies 
Is ſent from Beauty's guiltleſs eyes. 


"Thoſe pleaſares which we hope from fame, 


| When blooming, haſte to their decay, 


Wu bliſs we from ambition frame, 


Juſt as we graſp it, glides away; 
While that content which beauty gives 
Is always new, and ever lives. 


juſt ſo the pure tranſparent tide, 


That from ſome ſilver fountain came, 
Taught through its flowery banks to glide 
. With cleareſt waves, and ſtill the ſame, 

Does to the diſtant ocean bring 
The cryſtal of its parent ſpring. 


if cer thy boſom knew diſtreſs, 
Forcing thy ſorrows to complain 
Tt Heaven, ſo us'd thy fate to bleſs, 
E'er hid her ſmiles, and gave thee pain; 
For this fair moment left behind, 
Abſolve the Gods, and own them Kia | 


What tears your eves have lately ſhed, 
(When ſighing near her hearſe alone; : 


© loſe by the beauteous brearhlets dead, 


_ You liv'd, but only liv'd to moan.) 
Oh! think the Gods have well repaid, 


Each bliſs return'd, and grief , 5 
M4 Oh! 
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Oh! think the Fair you now poſſeſs, 
Does all your Love and Virtue claim, 
Each parent view, and learn to gueſs 
Your own thus mingling with their fame: 
Each godlike action muſt be tried, 
To prove ourſelves to Heaven allied. 


Their great ſuperior worth to trace, 
Muſt be your firſt, your fair deſign 
To follow—fince with every grace 
Already theirs, you ſtill muſt ſhine: 
Like them in Glory to improve, 
| Forſake your earth, and think on Jove, 


Whoſe great example elſe below, 
What Goddeſs? praiſe, what Hero's fame, 
Can teach your kindling breaſt to glow, 
With virtues worthy Sevmour's name? 
- Who but themfelves can patterns give, 
And teach us like themſelxes to live? 
Oh! place their glories ever fair 
Before your eyes, vour ſoul to move; 5 
Revolve, what nations by Hi care 
Enjoy, what wretches by ber love; 
And white their pity fills your mind, 
You ſtrivs in vain to be unkind. 


Through kings, and kingly heroes veins, 
The noble ſtream alicady paſt, 
Still rolls impatient, till it gains, 
To mix with Oſbornc's blood at laſt : 
To higher fame defpairs to riſe, 


Till loft in that“ above the ſkies, E. anus 
8 © 


v5. 
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So the fair Tame, and Iſis“ waves, 
At laſt together kindly go 
One common bank their current lares, | 
One mingling ſtream their waters flow. 
Till to the ocean's conquering tide 
They give their waves, and yield their pride. 


Forgive, bleſt pair, the Muſe who tries, 


And would in verſe your fame adorn 1 


Preſaging now with curious eyes 


Kind hours and moments yet unborn 3 
_ Viewing in time's fair fruitful womb 


A thouſand ſcenes of bliſs to come. 


sbe now beholds the lovely boy 


Divide each parent's ſoſt ſurpriſe ; 
While, to indulge and feed their joy, 
One boaſts his cheeks, and one his eyes: 
And from his infant looks preſage, 
And read the wonders of his age. 


That doubtful grace which Nature draws, 


By turns each melting heart beguiles ; 


While here the manly father awes, 


And there the charming mother ſmiles 
Both in each look ſome glory find ; 


One views him brave, the other kind. 


drill may your Heaven its ſmiles confeſs, 


Not leſſen, nor augment their ſtore, 
V hoſe love will neter heho!d them leſs, 


Whoſe power can only make them more i 
That joy to diſtant Time endures, 


Which Virtue gives, and Fate ſecures _ . 
AE | TO 
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TO CHARLES DUKE or RICHMOND, 


ON HIS BEING INSTALLED KNIGHT OF THE GARTER, 


WITH SIR R. WALPOLE, JUNE 16, $726, 
BY MR. NEWCOMB. 


Win every honour. grac'd, thy ne appears, 
Long to thy merits due before thy years: 
| Thoſe titles, with which age is proud to ſhine, | 
Juſt in the early bloom of life are thine; _ 
White monarchs thr great worth with trophies crown, 
That give the braveſi, fame; the beit, renown ; 
Binding around thy leg the azure ſtring, 
Which ſets the knight in glory next the king; 
Edward's tam'd garter ſmiling to decree, 
A gift familiar to a Richmond's knee; 
Worn by a parent long—no new renown 3 
From fire to ſon tranſmitted greatly down; 
Now thine—in future ages to adorn 
Thy ſons—and heroes of: thy race unborn, 
Who, emulous to reach a father' s fame, 
Shall claim thy ſtar as well as boaſt thy name. 
Others by flow degrees to fame ariſe, 
You ſcize at once your virtue's noble prize: 
Your glory like the ſun's—whoſe fudden ray 
Burſts from the cloud at once, and makes a day; 
Whoſe titles by each other ſtill ſurpafs'd, 
Each other ſhade—the faireſt ſtill the laſt 
| = = | ; Your 
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Yor ſecond brighter than your firſt renown, | 
Vale W indſor's ftar eclipſes Baia's crown: 
| Who!e orb, upon thy breaſt more full and bright, 
The monarch gave — bur thou the nobler light, 
| The ſacred ray which from the circle ſprings, ” 
And adds a glory to the gift of Kings. 
In Henrv's dome, a ſeat no longer thine, 
Where Richmond's banners next to William's“ ſhines 
Tur arms remov'd, that others may receive, | 
| A nd grow renown'd with titles that you leave: 
Each hero's envicd fame, as well as pride, 
| To wear thoſe trophies which you lay aſide, 
Wich left dy you to Princes add a grace, 
To the lov'd youth of George's Britiſn race; 
No vulgar praiſe, for which the beſt might ſue 
vert o ſucceed, and merit next to you, 
| +0 wear thoſe crowns, by birth and virtue yours, 
Which nothing but your brighter ſtar obſcures, 
While Windfar opens wide her royal gate 
To introduce her youthful knight in ſtate, 
Proud of a name ſo lov'd her hero brings | 
to take his ſcat, and ſhare a fame with kings. 
As in the bow, which paints the evening ies, 
Fair and more fair the beauteous tints ariſe, 
Þ; turns the varying colours ſtrike our ſight _ 
Wah gay confuſion, and with mingled light, 
Till faimer now retires each dying hue, 


The Green and Red, both conquer d by the Blue; 


t Prince William Auguſtus, one of the Knights of the 
Pat! „ aud afterwards duke of CCumberiants N. 
Thus 
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Thus bright, and thus confus'd, thy honours bloom; 
One ſhedding but to yield another room : 

So throng'd, within thy age's narrow ſphere, 

We loſe the great, the greater are ſo near, 

Which like thy Richmond's heavenly charms —_— 
Her cheeks the faireſt till we view her eyes, 

Each beauty by ſome ſtronger charm ſurpaſs'd, 

That pleaſing moſt, our eve adores the laſt. 

Thy glories thus, like ſcams that never ſtay, 
= Each other preſs, and Gies themfelves away. 

Fail name belov'd! with kinys and heroes ar , 
Crown'd with each irtue, with ach ſcience grac'd 
By Fate's indulgent gift the glory bine, 

In camps alike, and poliſſid courts to ſhine, 

To trace all Nature's hidden laws with eaſe, 
Wich ſmiles ro awe, with digutty to pleaſe; 

Who to her favourite does at once impart 
The virpin's pity, and the wartior's heart; 

Ta him th' extremes ot nature reconcil'd, 
With titles humble, and in greatneſs mild, 
To whom reality was ever dear, 
| Much better pleas'd to be than to appear, 

Scorning the courtier's low inglonous part, 

The ſmiling viſage and the cutſing heart, 

The ſtateſman's crooked and myſterious way; 
The lip that firſt would flatter, then betray ; 
The ſober lock that calmly would beguile, 

And when it meant a ſtab, profeſs a ſmile, 

Wich Friendſhip's name thy fate or fall purſue, 

And in the fervent vow of love, undo. 


TO THE DUKE OF RICHMOND. 173 ; 
Let the great Saint, which now adorns thy breaſt, 
Inſpire thee to relieve the ſoul diſtteſs'd; 

Py; his example be thy arm more brave, 

Lifted by Honour to avenge, or fave ! 

Drawing thy pious ſword in Virtue's cauſe, 

For injur'd Freedom, or for dying Laws. 

While thus more dear thy glories ſeem to be, 

Odligiog others, than adorning thee, _ 

Mankind infirufted by a Richmond's name, 

Tha: greateſt virtues dwell with higheſt fame! 

That pity ſtill inſpires the nobleſt mind, 

Plea:'d to be great — but only to be kind; 

In thy full fame, too generous to difown 
A Muſe unſkill'd — but not to thee unknown. 
Take then the wreath thy early worth ſupplies, 
Like Wal pole merit, who with Walpole riſe; 

Thy fir, is to deſerve fo fair a name, 

And to deſerve with him a ſecond fame + 

k gives thy ſtar new luſtre in our eyes, 

To ſhare a glory with the great and wiſe; 

With kim who claims from each a like renown, _ 

Lovd by the ſabject, favour'd by the crown. | 
:alous for both, whom both by turns commend, _ 

he wonarch's guardian, and the people's friend, 

Tho bids our fame by land and fea increaſe; 

belt guiqe in war, beſt counſellor in peace. 

Leaching our iſle to {corn the proudeſt foe, 

edit and wealth in larger ſtreams to flow! 

Vu: fleets and armies nobly to diſdain 


Lic fraud of Gol, and the force of Spain, 5 
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„„ MISCELLANY POEMS, 
Nor ſhall Britannia's ſtateſman bluſh to wear 
Thy titles, and a fame with thee to ſhare : 
Honour, integrity, good-nature, truth 
His age may learn from thy experienc'd youth, 
There view the ſeeds of worth and virtue ſown, 
Of ripening arts and prudence like his own: _ 
Where W alpole's wiſdom, early form'd, appears; 
To be matur'd, and equal that, bv vears. 
Each precept plain, to his well-judging thought, 
Which Solon praQtis'd, or Lycurgus taught? 
From youth. each learned rule by him acquit'd 
The Porch, the Stoa, or the Grove inf pir'd ; 
To act the friend's, or elſe the patriot's part; 
To curb the paſſion, or to guide the heart; 
To teach the ſoul its virtue to ſuſtain, 
Not warp'd by pleaſure, or ſubdued by pain ; 
To ſtrike, if injur'd right his {word ſhould necd, 
The tyrant quell, or with his country bleed. 
Conſcious, what various duties ought to ſway, 
Or kings who rule, or ſubjctis who obey ; 
What to ourſelves, to others what we owe; 
To friends what love, what mercy to a foe ! 
What gave to Greece lier giamphs and her fame, 
What rais'd, and what debas'd, the Roman name! 
Where Brutus aim'd the point ariglit, and v.heigs 
Striking himſelf, his {word betrav'd lis fear! 
How fair that virtue, which a realm ſuſtains ! | 
That guilt how black, which loads her ſons with clans 
Io calm each ſadneſs in the mourner's breatt, 
To dry the tear, and calc the heart diſtreſs'd: 


Torch 


TO THE DUKE OF RICHMOND, 125 
Touch'd with cach human woe, to feel a pain, 
leating the priſoner ſigh, the ſad complain, 
\We.]-pleas'd from all thy grandeur to deſcend, 
To be the orphan's guide, or wretch's friend; 

In its full height to throw thy fame aſide, 

In nothing proud — but in a ſcorn of pride; 

preterring (chang'd how little by a name !) 

Goodneſs to birth, humanity to fame, 

Are viitucs, Walpole may with praiſe purſue, 

Ma imitate from thee, but not outdo; 

uch to behold his ſtar with luftre ſhine, | 

Wich ravs reſembling—almoſt drawn from thine. 
Mill then their rival orbs with fulleſt ght, 

Altcaily beauteous, make them ſtill more bright; 


Vipe off the ruſt that ſullied them ſo long; 
F dh their beams more fair, their light more ſtrong, 
That from each breaſt, where every merit lives, 


Fach ſtar may take more luſtre than it gives. 


ODE TO MR. ELLLTIS, 
CCCASIONED BY A BEAUTIFUL PAINTING 


o THE HON, GEORGE WALPOLE®, 
ONLY SON TO LORD WAL POL, 1741. 
B V MR. NEWCOMB. 
Wu Princes give thy ast applauſe, 
FP The royal eye which ctt beguiles; 
While Frederick on thy canvas awes, 
And in thy frames Auguſta ſmiles ; 


\ * The preſent Earl of Orford. N. 


Bluſh 
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Bluſh not, fam'd artiſt, to deſcend 

To forms as fair though born leſs high; 

And the ſame colours nicely blend, 

For William's * and for Walpole's eye. 
Though Beauty's ſelf, from thy ſoft draught, 

We view mor: ſoft and beauteous ftillz 

Once let che poet s humble thought. 

Direct the painter's forming quill, 


Touch but the cloth as we inſpire, 5 
Each piece a ſecond life ſhall warm; 
The hero boaſt a nobler fire, | 

With looks more ſoft the virgin charm, 


_— Draw only as the Muſe ſhall ſing, 

„ damp that flame her numbers give; 
The patriot, warrior, ſage, and king, 

Each from thy hand ſhall breathe and lire. 


In the lov'd labour both may ſhare, 
And both an equal rapture find; 
As you in co ours ſhew him Fair, 
And 1 in verſe record him Kind. 


Try then the power of light and ſhade, 
If ait can nature here purſue ; 
And what the one ſo perfect made, 
If one can paint as beauteous too! 
Each ſhall a different gift admire, 
A ditferent grace ſhall eacli inflame; | 
While vou his eye with light inſpire, — 
And I his foul with thirſt of fame. 


The duke of Cumberland. N. 


With 


110 MR. ELLIS. 


With wonders crowd his little ſpan, 

| Which our pleas thoughts by turns employ ; ; 
Viewing the genius of the man, 

In life's firſt dawn inform the boy. 


75 


It ſweetneſs for each look you want, * 


Let Cupid's chcek the bluſh ſux plys 
if beauty to inſpire the paint, | 
Take it, dear friend, from Venus' eye. 


stin, ain roo faint thy colours glow, 
Pow in treſh light; and on the whole 

More flame, more {prightly life beſtow, 
And to the picture gave a ſoul. 


Tis done — f uppreſs a thought ſo 1 
And once again thy quill aſſume; 
Once more thy vigorous fancy ſtrain, 
And with more fpirit warm his bloom. 
That look how ſweet ! how ſoft that air ! 
Fach beauty by the next ſurpaſs dq 
That feature ſeeming ſtill moſt fair, 
Which the pleas d eye beholds the laſt. 


Now all is try'd thy hand can do, 
Yet oyn the weakneſs of thy Kill; 

To paint the foul as lovely too, ey 
A taſk untry'd is wanting ti. | 


A thouſand latent ſparks of light 

Thy eye, though curious, cannot ſee; 
And Graces, to the Muſes' fight 

That ſland coufed q, are hid from thee, 
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: His heart, inflam'd with love of praiſe, 
Thy peneil, artift, cannot ſwell; 

Then leave him to his poet's lays, 
When fir'd, and panting to excel. 

Each outward charm thy colour ſhews, 
Beauties leſs ſeen his thoughts employ 
Who the kind friend and patriot views 

Juſt form'd, and opening in the boy. 
| Thoſe looks the virgin's eye that bleſs 
Thy land,mav.reach—hut ſav whoſe art, 
M hat pencil, can thoſe gifts expreſs, eo 
Which pleaſe and touch a parent $ heart? PE 


Tis thine to paint youth s native fire, 
On beauty's check the bluſh to raiſe; 
Tris ours each virtue to inſpire, 5 

To lend the gil, and after, praiſe. 


* 


= Mankind n may awn the piece entire, 
The Muſes ſkill, and thine admit; 
Beauty with ſenſe could they admire, 
Good - nature join'd with manly wit. 


471 


When thus the ſiſter-arts unite, 
Al make ſome favourite form their are, 
Hach eve the image muſt delight, 
By turns preſented kind aud fair. 


To paint each heavenly feature true, 
By men, by Gods, to be admir'd; 
Apelles thus his Venus drew, 


Juit as great Herber $ thought inf fire. 


Wi 


5 W ith ſilent pace life ſteals away 1 


Thus frail, to ſave us from decay, 


In this lov'd youth we each may lire, 


'To diſtant times his deathleſs name 


While thus we give a meaner fame, 


The feather thus unmark'd before, 


By ſome fair deeds of virtuous fame, 
Tue life Heaven gives to wretched man 


That glory ours — who, to prolong 


Have power, in colours and in ſong. 


„ 


TO MR. ELLIS 179 


n 
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What tlien, lov'd artiſt, can we chuſe, 


Zut thou a pencil, I a mule ? 
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When Time has cat our crumbling buſt 
And the ſhort praiſe our marbles give _ 
1s, with the arch, o'erwhelm'd with duſt. 


May ours, however mean, convey ; 


A nobler only to enjoy. 


| Reaching the eagle as he flies, 
Is, with the arrow, upward bore _ 33 
By Jove's great bird above the ſkies. 


Unleſs we then extend our ſpan, _ 7 


Is loſt—and ſcarce deſerves a name. 


We breathe, the phantoms of a dav, 
Till glory ſtretelies out our date ; 

Our acts this ſnatehes from decar, 
The rcſt we owe to Time and Fate. 


The actions of the good and brave, 


To bear their tame beyond the Erave. 


NA A hof 
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A thouſand exes in-Kneller's paint 
Nailau and Churchill filill adore, 
Though the fam'd general, king, ard faint 
__ Survive, to bleſs the world, no more. 


_ When the great Patriot “ of his race 
LI. ate hall aſſert his native ſyhere ; 
When envy ſhall no more dehaſe 
His fame, or rage reſtrain its tear; 
When one is loſt — to fill our eyes 
Wich gladneſs and our jov rencw, 
We view another Walpole liſe, 
And thank thy pencil tor the view, s 


His vouth and ſmiles, which now demand 
My numbers and thy rival art; | 
5 E graw his looks the painter's hand, 
The Muſes ſkill to ſhew his heart; 
When loſt in time, and ripening years 
Sphball once his country ſave or bleſs, 
And claim'd by Fate make Britain's tears 
For her lov'd dying guardians leſs, 
A fairer piece thy thought ſhall feign, 
Ihe Mule a nobler gift ſhall bring, 
M hen, in ſome future Brunſu ick's reign, 
Vou draw the Patriot which I ſing. 


® Sir Robert, grandfather of the preſent earl. N. : 


VERSES 
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JEFT IN A GROTTO IN RICHMOND GARDENS 
e MR. NE WN S O NMB. 1744- 
« Fabirirunt Dii quoque ſyivis.” Vino. 


WI ILE Fame no more his boſom fires, 

4 Here Britain's king from pomp r retires 3 

| Beneath this humble roof coufin'd, 

Tue love and dread of half mankind : 
Scarce conſcious in his rural bower 
What empires fear or bleſs his power, 

His triumphs here are all forgot, 
How well the hero led and fought; 
The laurels on the Mayne that grew, 

Ihe ranks his victor ſquadrons flew 3 
The {word in Gallic blood deep-died, 
The field that humbled Bourbon's s pride; 

a fleets that cover half the main, 
And Auſtria reſcued from her chain; 

\Which, ſhook no more with dire alarms, 

EF Forgets her fear, to bleſs his arms. 

No more with plans of glory fir d. 

Thus Scipio once from Rome retir'd ; 

By deeds, hke his, immortal made, 

Thie world exchanging for a ſhade : 

There in his life's declining ray, . 

The warcior threw his crowns away} | 

Forgot his wreaths, more pleas'd to view 

The groves, where firſt his laurels grew 7 EE. 

„ Zach 


„ MISCELLANY POEMS. 


| Fac! thought of fairer conqueſts er, 
Ev'n Carthage warms his foul no more; 
Which finds that Peace i in grottoes live, 
That fame and triumphs could not give. 
From ſhades like thefe, the Gods of olti 
The future fate of realms foretold; 
Whoſe arm in battle ſhould ſucceed; — 
What ſtate was doom'd'to riſe or bleed 7 
From Jove's dire cloud, with thunders red, 
What perjur'd nations had to dread ; 
The braveſt ſword without applauſe, | 
That Pride or mad Ambition draws. 
Let Richmond now for Delphi ſtand, 
And nations wait the great command 
Of Britain's king, like Fate's decree, 
That curbs, or ſets whole empires frees. ” 
And fatal to cach tvrant's ear, 
' Fills Paris and Madrid with fear; 
Damps Philip's heart, where'er he fits, 
And throws Spain's woman-king in fits: 
Who hears the cavron's voice with Cready 
That hook the crown on Carlo's head v. 
Still with freſh wreaths thy brow adorn, 
And white he fears, let Bowrbon ſcorn ; 
With proud contempt thy armies view, 
If when he ſmiles he trembles too. 
How vain, to ſave him from deſpair, 
Or Conti's ſword, or Tencia“ s prayer; 


4 


Naples, threatened with a bombardment by Commut 
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While on each ſea thy power prevails, _ * 
And crowds each ſhore wit! captive {ails ;: : 
Her wealth each day tbe Gallic Reet 1 yu 


Pouring in ſtreams at Britain's feet: 
Mile up the Thames each golden tide, 

: The treafures of both Indias rides 
Which twice ten thouſand ſlaves employ 
To dig that ore your realms enjoy. 

low dread, brave prince, when both combines. 
And Heaven's dire ve engeaace ſeconds thine, 
To lay the world's proud tyrants low, 
Who combat thus a double _ 
Since kings, againſt thy power that riſe. 
Muſt dare, or ally deride the ſkies; 
Wh ch thy ſtrong arm with courage fire J 

And aid that zeal they firſt inſpire ! 

Nor cen deſert a {word fo brave, 

That, like Heaven's own, detights to ſave ! 
In acti on boid, 1 in counſel wiie EE 

Uerc with thy own great heart hits 

What realms thall next thy vengeance fear; 

And tremble when thy troops appear: 

Spain or Gallia ſhall aſtord 

The next fair wieatas to bind thy ſword, 

Winch to thy hand Altrza gare, 

As ſhe directs to wound or ſave; | 
Thine the gicat tak, by Heaven's decree, 
From chains the 1694 world to tree, | 
Cloite by thy ſide let William“ ſtand, 
re Attends to tay 10v'G 0 command 1 
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ET Which bids the youthful warrior go, 
And charge where Britain finds a foe. 
Wich thy own flame his breaſt inſpire, 
Catching from thee the noble fire, 
Which without fear thy hero led 


Io the dire plain with ſlaughter red, 


Where the brave chief in raptures flew, 
And fought, and ſmil'd—with death in view: 
Not half ſo proud to boaſt his name, 
As imitate a father's fame | 
| By actions which his youth adorn, 
Proving himſelf of monarchs born. 

Yet, ah! fince Fate has not in ſtore, 
To pay your worth, a bleſſing more; 
Mature at laſt in deathleſs praife, 
Here change the laurel for the bays. _ 

| (Scarce raviſh'd with the glorious ſound. 
Ot Dettingen, where William's wound 
A joy and terror did impart i 
To a fond trembling parent's heart) 
In this calm ſcene reflect no more 
On empires which you ſav'd before; 
O'cr what wide ſcas your navies ſpread, 
On Bourbon's ſhame and Philip's dread ; 
_ Here throw the vidtor's wreath away, 
The hero's generous flame allay, 
Ard kindly for a while deſcend, 
The king forgot, to be the friend; 

All Europe's jarring ſtates compolc, 
Aud plan the bleeding world's repole ; 


Owning 
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Owning the monarch's glory lefs 
To conquer half the globe, than blefs. 
Thus Jove againtt his earth- born fen. 
Clad in majeſtic terror, roſe; 
Bu: when his angry arm, that held 
The flaming bolt, their rage had quell'd,. 
The God's avenging thunders ceaſe, | 
And all Olympus {miles in peace. 


NINE Be 8, 
o UE BATTLE. | DETTINGEN, 
BY MR NEWE@OME. 5 
1. TO THE DUKE oF CUMBERLAND, 


| ON THE WOUND KE RECEIVED AT DETTIRGEN, 8 


Ws Britain's ſovereign Grit beheld. 
The blood faſt flowing from thy vein, 


He felt his doubtful bulom twell'd 
With ſecret raprures, mix'd with pain. 


Alternate paſſions dic and ſpring, 
Fach other which by turns deſtroy: 

| The father trembling, while the king 

Beholds the purple ſtream with joy. 


Though dreadful to his anxious thought, 

The wound that bleeds, the drops that fall; 
To thirk how well the hero fought, 
He triumphs and forgets them all. 155 
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Pity the warrior's noble flame 
Should Brisain's kindly fears renew! 
| That what augments her favourite's fame, 
Should give his country terror too! 


His daring ſword we hardly bieſs, 

__ VWhee'er it tails, of triumph {ure ; 

And aimoſt w:ith his courage leſs, | 
Jo view the. hero more ſecure. Th 
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PROUD Bourbon, honour'd with tho ſcars; 
III Volaite': Muſe had foar'd a PO; 
And with Alcides, Jove, and Mars, 

On the ſame cloud above had rode. 

: Their thirſt of glory is the ſame; | 

nough different views the Heroes fire; 

While William ftrives to have his fame, 

Lewis to bop his limbs, entire. 


3. To THE KING, 


Toba juft, and wiſe, and great bee 
To Honour's ſacred dictates true ; 

Your ſword and bravery have done morp 
Than all your virtues elſe could do. 


That worth be be fore leſs under ſtood, 
Your actions on the Mayne unfold ; 

Britain had always own'd you good, 
And France muſt now confeſs you bold. 


Let 


To KING GEORGE '; 127 


Let Diſcord then no more revive, 
Which now begfns your fame to boaft ; > | 
| While foes and jarring faQtions ftrive 
Which ſhall applaud their hero moſt. 
* fron the field, the gifts of war 
New titles and renown you bring; 
Rerurning home a conqueror, 
Who left Four? iſland—but a nd 
+ * 7 HE 10 * . * * 
nn. ab. fon.” when Philip: fought, 
Vith ſmiles the father's wreaths beheld ; 
wi tile every Wonder which he wrought, 
Hs breaſt wich rival paflion ſwell'd.“ 


Jad {o thy youthful warrior ſtood, 
Ilis he's great actions pleas'd to view; 
Nut thought t fame to boaſt thy blood, 
Unlcis he ſhar'd thy laurels too. 


But, ah! his daring ſword, embru'd 
In hodli'e blood, we view with pain; 
Bu empires ſav'd, by foes ſubdu'd, 
Had William fall'n, we nothing gain. 


"T0 THE FAENGEE ©2606. 


wars heedlefs of their chief's command, 
Bourbon, thy flying troops are found, 
To mike thy daſtard legions ſtand, 


Bid them reflect on Wi liam's wound. 
et | 8 15 5 


Amidſt 
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Armidſt ten thouſand deaths to view _ 
The fearleſs youth in chace of fame, 

| Muſt each pale coward's flames renew 
Wich courage thus inſpir'd by ſhame. 


Could they aſſume his martial looks, 


As to the front his troops advance, 
Or Dauphins fight like Bnglith dukes, 
Britain muſt then beware of France, 


6. ON THE FRENCH BARBARITIES Is 
6E R M AN v. 
1 0 THE BMPEROR. 


W HILE France her treacherous ſword employ 
Thy gaſping empire to reſtore, 

Her friendſhip half thy realms deſtroys, 

| What could her hottile arms do more! 


Tuus Drury dames, to love inclin'd, 
Plunder pour fob, your noſe efface; 

And, fatal always when neoſt kind, 
Foo often kills while bop A 
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WOULD'ST thas be loſt and wretched quite, 
Without a friend or pity dic; 

Refolvo againſt Lorrain to fight, 

And court Vertailles for an ally ! 


- . | p 


— 


From thy lov'd country forc'd to run, 
Which thy weak arms in-vain defend: 
Thou canſt not yet be quite undone, 
Till France 25 call'd to be ads Friend, 


_ To THE FRENCH 1e. 


THE fates of Bourbon laurels vield, 
Nor George's rival fword forget : 


George always conquers in the ma 111 7 


Bourbon as oft in he Gazette. 


V. hat monarch's-fame would ſhine fo bright, 5 
So fair a luſtre round diffuſe: 

Were Lewis victor in the fight, 

895 as he mm n | 


| 9. F1IDEs GALLTCA. 4 4 10 


Qu I vibrat ⸗ injuſtum, contra ſe dirigit enfem ; 

Cuſpide, qui Domini czflit+nerme latus. 

Viadice non opus eſt gladio—perjuris regum 

Ulciſci, vindex ſufficit ira Jovis. 

Parce minis, parce irato, dux iaclyte, 3 | 

Si non terra enſes, fulmen Olympus habet. 

Mitte leves animos duplicem coalurgis i in hoſtem, 
Gallia, quæ Britones temnis, & una * Deas. 

Bellum alii exornent ; veſtro ſub numine pacem 
Invicto populi vindice, terra colat. 

Res quam mira * nocet patrię, qui protegit enſis; 

Dem Gallos vincis, vincere dextra docet. 


* Two fake quantities. D. 
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THE ORACLE, AN ODE. 424, 
INSCRIBED ro THE HONOURABLE | 


en EDWARD HAWKE®, KNIGHT OF THE gart. 
_ BY MR NEWCOMS 


—Ridentem dicere verum 5 
„ Quid vetat . eee e 


Most thy irlemplis on the "Ren 
4 Say! can a Butiſh Mule prevail, 
Awhile to bid thy thunders ſleep. 
Neglect thy fame to mind a tale? 


Een Jove himſelf not always throws 
His ſhafts in anger from the ſky; 
But when aveng'd he views his focs 
In proſtrate heaps, his lightnings die. 
What wreaths has Galka now to vield, 
To {well thy own or Britain's joy; 
Till ſhe is pleas'd more fleets to build, 
Who leaves thee nothing to deſtroy. 


Thy victor flags from pole to pole, 
May now without a rival flow; 
Wave on their maſts without control, 
And rather wiſh than dread a foe. 


One moment reſcu'd from his fears, | 
Let Bourbon's heart forget its pain; 
Till thy bold ſquadron next appears, 

And wakes his conſcious fear again. 


The preſent Lord Hawke. N. 


CCC 
Thy laurels though already fair, 
Twill greatly add-to thy renown, 
That naval wreath which binds thy hair, 
_ Exchanging for an olive.crown. 


While, forc'd at laſt, proud Gallia's lord, 
Who on his power too lonꝑ relied, 
Shall. grant that peace to Britain's word, 
Which to her juſtice he denied. 
Whoſe general {kill and ſoldier's pains, 
+ FW ſhade his glory mutt unite; 
While Breton's Cape a.proof remains, 
How well his fleets and armies fight. 


But ſure, brave Hawke, vou think it odd, 
To keep. warrior from his guns, 
Of a ſtrange mortal and a god. 
To read a tale but thus it runs. 
His favourite Saxe great Lewis ſennt 
To the fam'd Delphic ſhrine, to know 


Apollo's anſwer, if next Lent, _ 
His troops ſhould meet, and charge the foe. 


To whom the awful god reply'd, —_ J 
(And ſent bis reaſons back in writing) 
The odds would be on Holiand's fide, 
Should he ſtill ſeem reloly'd on fgiuing! 


Since Orange now her councils ſteers, 
Tell him, his arms ſhe does defy; 

And that his honeſt brave Mynheers | 
Have no more forts for France to buy. 


Ac- 
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Avail his heroes of renown, 


Who in cockades and war delight: 


If they now hop'd to win a town, 


Their ſwords, as well as gold, muſt fight, 
Though long his troops in ſafety f. ought, 


Mhile Bourbon kept his foes in pay; 


; Thoſe toes, with Gallic bribes once bought, 


Sleep now no donger, or betray. 


Convince bim when his general calls, 

- And bids Breda her gates unfold, 
To gain the fortrefs that his balls 

Would now do better than his — | 


« But ould our armies want ſucceſs, 


No future wreaths in Holland gain; 
Pray can your godlhip tell, or gueſs 
Oiaur fate next ſuramer on the main.” 
To Delphi's ſhrine you necd not come, 
Says ſneering Phœbus, in reply; 


For would you learn your navy's doom, 
Great Hawke can better tell, than 4. 


By me you need not ſure be told, 


Ta your proud fleet what fate remains: 


Conſult that ifle — whoſe priſons hold 
Ten thouſand Gallic ſlaves in chains.” 


You want no Oracles or Gods, 
The fatal itſue to preſage; 
Since Lewis' {elf mult know the odds, 


Whew French with Britiſh flags engage. 


Tell 


n 
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Tell him, his captains are to blame, Ge 
Her dreaded ſquadrons to withſtand ; 
Unleſs reſolv'd to loſe that fame | 
| By fea, his troops have gain'd by land. 


- 
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Bergen may yield — Tournay be loſt; 
But tell the toes to Albion's crown, 
That 'twill more blood and ballets coſt, 

To board her ſhips, than buy a town. 


Vour fleets are only Britain's ſlaves, 
To diſtant worlds which vainly roa im, 
And plow the ſca's remoteſt waves, 
For lier to bring their treaſures home. 
If chen vou aſk, tis mv advice, 
« Your wariike veffels would do right, 
Rather to trade in rum or rice, 
Than fly, or yield whene'er they fight.“ 


be Ah! hy ſo hard,” cries Maſter Saxe, 
When, to complete his juſt renown, 

One only glory Lewis lacks —” 
—Pray name it, Sir—* a nayal crown.” 


% Your prophecies are ſomething odd, 
For one who does in arts excel— 
Alcides, though himſelf a God, 
- Neer conquer'd more, or fought to well, 
At Victory riding by his fide, | 
You denies perhaps may ſneer; 
And De :lphi's felt that power deride, 
Which Europe's Kings have Ieat n d to fear. | 
Vor. VII. J Whik 
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What though his vetlels now diſplax 
Not half the flags which once they bore; 

He ſends to Breſt — and in a day oy, 
Can hoiſt ye up full fifty more! 

IIis ſaints at Marli and Verſailles, 
Whene'er their help he does invoke, 
Can, without iron, work up nails, 
Turn elm or maple into oak! 


He whiſtles —at their maſter's call, 
From Heaven deſcending angels crowd ; | 
As he directs them, ready all 
I0o raiſe a maſt, or mend a mrowd! 


See, proſtrate ! every pious hour, 
Before their ſhrines their monarch pray ; 
And who ſhall tempt that fovereign's power, 
Who keeps a guard of ſaints in bay? 


Had he Jove's eagle to beſtride, 

Paris and Rome would both agree; 
The God upon his clouds would ride, 
| Lets dreaded and ador'd than he!“ 


Did then his heavenly ſquadrons keep, 
Says Phœbus, © a good watch below ? 
Or was not half the tribe aſleep, 
When Hawke attack'd his Gallic foe pv 


Then ſoftly whiſpering in his ear— 
« Your naval fame no longer boaſt ; 
nf I am right, 'tis time to fear, 
When half your captive flect is loft. 


| T Hu E. ner 5 K . ; 
To the ſea-god your king ſhould ſend, 
The cauſe of his revenge to know, 
Since Mars is now and then his friend, 
Why Neprune always 1s his foe ? 
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: To picty o well inclin'd, 

Should he the ocean's power invoke; 8 
He might be mov d to be more kind, 

And into bullets turn your ſmoke, 


| Howe'er, perhaps, he may be right 
To think the danger now is oer 
Of lo! ing more marines in. tight, | 
Since Britain 5 gaols can hold no more.” * 


He ceas'd — the angry clicf replies, | 
(When Phoebus had no more ta ſay ) - 

That France, ne'er minding deities, 
Knew tlic fates will, as much as they ! 


That darkly What the Havens decree, 
Their tripo.ls only could relate; 
While Lewis, Lowendhal, and He, 
Whenc'er they plz 8 0, could baile Fate, 


That W and treaties were a joke; 
WW nich Tenein (wore were idle things; ; 

And at the altar hgn'd when broke 
Should ne' er diſturb, or trouble kings. 


To honour's fanc thovgh vows are paid, 
Irs fruittul maxims we deſpite; 
Since Gods mutt never be obev'd, 
Wi 110 glory beyond juſtice prize.” | 
O 2 TI Apollo, 
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Apollo, fearing to expole 
His ſacred ſhrines, ſo long admir' d; 
Left the diſpute ſhould end in blows, 
Left his dread temple, and retir'd. 


A LETTER FROM A LADY, 
ro HER HUSBAND ABROAD, 1727 


8 * 8 atris Ae abſers, 
cc Omaibes umbra locis aero Dabis improbe penas,” 
| Visor, Kn. . Iv 


o thee, Aar youth, | in ſacred wedlock ty 'd, 
Diſown'd, forfook, a widow and a bride, 
1 ſaffer'd to lament, and diſallow'd 
That one {ad privilege of wiclowhood ; 
Jet me diſcloſe my love, and ſpeak my fears, | 
And freely pour my long-forbidden tears, 
- Anxious I tremble, leſt in diſtant lands, 
Left too obedient to vour fire's commands, 
Whilſt from vour faithful conſort torn you rove, 
This ill-meant abſence ſhould efface your love. 
Say, have you ſtill preſerv'd your conſtant heart, 
Free from French uttering, and Italian art? 
Does fiill this face each foreign Fair out-ſhine ? 
Does no forbidden Beauty rival mine? & 
Does yet your breaſt its wonted flame retain ? i" 
And is your father guilty yet in vain? 
' O! that propitious Heaven would fix my life 
In barbarous chimes a captive; but a wife, 


y 
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ge thee acknowledg'd, willing I'd remain, 
Priſoner of Love, in Italy or Spain; 


Safe in thy arms enjoy the ſmiling days, 


Aud, oft tranſported, bleſs the happy place; 

Happy, whate'er its goverament might prove, 

Happy the flaves in ſtate, it free in love. 

But, curſt, I mourn, a ſlave amidſt the free, 

Born in the boaſted Land of Liberty. 

Fur me no ſhield the cobweb Laws appear, 

I fzel by proof that Tyranny is here. 

Though holy rites, that join'd our plighted hands, 

Contirm'd our loves with everlaſting bands, 

Stu would your arbitrary fire divide | 

Our hearts, and doom thee to another bride, 

What frantic aims diſtract his giddy view, 

Wich Power Almighty would in vain purſue ! 
Can he the paſt recall? the done undo? 

Let factions join th* oppreſſion to diſcloſe, 

And all my friends be fir'd, and all my toes; _ 

Each lover ſpeak, to aid a lover's ſighs, 

To fave a wife, let every woman riſe; 


Nor pent within this narrow iſle alone, 
Wide as the world my hiſtory be known: 
Wierer the Britiſh Nav y ſpreads her fails, 
Dear it, ye tides; and whiſper 3 it, ve gales. 
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Who the dangerous ſtory dares reveal ? 
death to veil, it is but death to tell. 

r tather, trembling, keeps the tale unknown, 
Nor tor his daughter's life will riik his own; 

Lit Villains power ſhould plotted NN © 4d 
V; Wich load him with a felon's chain 
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Atreſh my wounds bleed at a father's name, 
_ Weeping I bluſh, and pity whilſt I blame. 
Did he for this the drooping Tyrant fave, 
And raiſe to health, when dropping to the grave ? 
Is this the kind reward, to be purſu'd 
To chains, to death, by Stateſmen's gratitude? 
Or forc'd to deep deſpair his child to give, 
His darling child, a curſt alternative. 

The great, too fond of their defpotic will, 
The grave diſtinctions mock of good and ill, 
By vitelt guilt their helliſh ends inſure, 
Nor ſtart at anv crime but bei ng poor: 
Tor conſcious Heaven no reverence they ſhow, 
If ſafe from legal witneſſes below, 
It hope of place can move, or fear of death, 
If gold or threatening ſtop the tell- tale Wente 
But me no frown mall frighten to rehgn + 8 
"The heart, which, ſpire of intereſt, ſhall be mine, 
To barter thee for lucre I diſdain, 
Or ſtoop to ſell, whom I would die to gain; 
The candid free my conduct will approve, 
My fault is virtue, for my fault is love. 

Let him who dares in ſtate tyrannic ſway, 
Make the poor tremble, and the rich obey ; 
Let Peace or War ſubmit to his command; 
Let him at pleaſure tax the weary land; 
Enact, repeal, eſtabliſh, or remove, _ 
Take lives or freedom, every thing but love. 
If power by breach of marriage muſt be ſhown, 
Let lum, to prove that power, diſſolve his own ; 


No 
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No mutual loves their hearts together bind, 

Thoſc virtuous fetters have been long disjoin' d. 
If mere Ambition diſappointed, tore 

His fainting breaſt, with pangs unfelt before; 
ih flattering tone, © ſupport me, or J fall,” 
And forc'd the haughty tongue for help to ca 11: 
O could he think what ſorer pain attends 
Delpairing lovers, and departed friends; 

so might our love-fick anguiſh vanith ſoon, 
Could but that heart relent as weil as {ſwoon + 
Fears the vain man our marriage ſhould diſgrace 
The ancient arms of his illuſtrious race? 

Hs pride forgets my family is known, 

It not {9 rich, as gentle as his on. 

Did cer my ſtem, to ſighted thoggh it be, 
Produce a fangle branch fo black as he? 


Ui een — but poor reprilals I forbear, 

And tor the loyal dead, the living fpare ; 

Spare tor thy fake; vet, O! had gracious Heaven 
AA worth be thine ſome other parent given; 


ae ee e 


: hadſt thou lov'd like humble happy twains, 
1150 purer currents fill'd thy honeſt veins ; 
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"04.4 fer the conſcience tres from wedlock's chain, 
due divorce, when nupiial Diſcord ſprings, 

Au £:2my to Love, as weil as Rings: 
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In vain a ſweet-tongued Oracle of laws 
Diſęgrac'd his filver pen in ſuch a cauſe | 
Mhilſt Pagan precedents ſupport his dreams, 
And Saints adorn his patriarchal ſchemes ; _ 
Saints, in whoſe footſteps he diſdains to tread, 
| Except by taking hand-maids to his bed. 
In vain a zealous Proteſſant purſues, 
Unchriſtian Peer, the privilege of Jews, 
To diſengage his ſon from bondage ſrires, 
Or ſave him from a wife by adding wives; 
The orphan's plunderer, and the widow's foe, | 
Vith more ſucceſs could equal jufiice ſhow. 
When a weak ſtranger ſaw, with frighted eye, 
Tie united ſtrength of Power and Policy, 
By bribes and threats determin'd to forfſwear 
Her rank, her fame, her huſband, and her heir. 
But vows like ours mock the divider's art, 
Thee, dear poftetfor of my changeleſs heart, 
No power on earth ſhall temp: me to diſown, 
Nor the great Woolpack, nor the greater Throne: 
Do power on earth our friendſhip ought to more, 
Though merely founded on the baſe of love. 
Love fix'd like ours! with horror ſtruck you hear 
A Fiend incarnate whitpering to vour ear: 
„A ſecond wed, nor give the former o'er, 
But, while you drop the conſort, keep the whore.“ 
Can this the counſel of a father be? 
How worthy him ! and how unworthy thee! 
Say we were vet unwed, ſhould 1 ſubmit 
To lay my peace, my virtue at his feet ? 
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Swop to a load of infamy, content 

With harlot's ſhame, and harlot's ſettlement ; 
Embrace his loveleſs courtexans for hire, 

0! could I bear it, or could'ſt thou defire ? 
But me no tongue ſhall proſtitute declare, 
leave that title to another Fair; 

Her whom your ty rant-father would provide, 
To join your perjur'd hands, a ſeeming bride, 
Maut then your innocence and bliſs be ſold, 
To pleaſe his never-fated thirſt of gold? 

Eliza boaſts of wealth a ſhining ſtore, 

But hates the blooming youth that I adore; 
ln vain her father threats the ſteady maid : 


Allur'd by ill-got . idle charms, 
Reecive my country's enemy to my arms, 
Draw on my feed colleftive curſes down, 
And pour a nation's vengeance on my fon ?. 
Nor think too raſh my fix'd reſolve appears, 
lie inexperience of my ſeventeen years; 
No, '"twas my parent ſhow'd me not to bow; 
Au ſuch as he was once, will I be now: 
o time ſhall alter my well-grounded thought, 
r ſhake the virtue that a father taught, 
ie Vanity could yet his reaſon blind, 
r loothing Flattery had bewitch'd his mind : 
ord it, Heaven! ſhall I my hand beſtow, 
0 raiſe a barbarous domineering toe ? 
all I for him my virgin fame reſign, 

„d blot th' eſcutcheon of my father's line, 


% Shall I, with generous anger,” thus ſhe ſaid, 


"OE 


Yield. 
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_ Yield up the wealth my anceſtors have won, 
To ſhine the glorious {trumpet of his fon 2” 
Eliza ſpoke, and O! that, fix d as e 
May ſtand confirm'd her everlaſting |:4 
Mav ſome brave vouth, with well-tin * ov ey conſpire | 
To fave her from the dotage of her te! 
Bu: {i thould there my wiſhes fruitleſs prove, 
As much alas! I fear, for much I love 
Where {hall I hide this miſerable head, 
Single, not free, without a huſband wed : 
My ravith'd bliſs mutt I for ever mourn ? 
Can jov, departed once, have no return? 
That ſtiagleſs joy which luſt can never taſte, 
Too great to tell. too exquiſite to laſt! 
loy waich the guilty great can never trv, 
Which ail your father's thouſands cannot buy. | 
If wicked power your fickle faith conſtrain, 
And all my fence of love and law be vain: 
| Haſte not to guilt; oh! ftay a little, ſtay, 
Till mouldering Grief deſtroys this wretched clay ; 
Then take my happier rival to vour bed, 
From ſolemn vows, how vainly ſolemn ! freed ; 
Vet even then no nuptial joy diſplay, 
Let my fad memory cloud the gloomy dav ; 
With ſighs half-ſtifled meet th' appointed nour, 
And bow reluctant to the tyrant's power. 
But ſoon ſtern Death ſhall drag tlie wretch away, 
From ſhort-liv'd dreams of arbitrars {way 


At Heaven's great court of judgment to appear, 
Terribly juſt, immoyeably teverc:; 
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That court where our records of love are plac'd, 
Which laſt uncancel'd, and ſhall ever laſt. | 
No veral friends ſhall there ſupport his cauſe, 

Nor Fraud nor Faction break th' cternal laws: 

dec flagrant crimes, ſtiipp'd of their thin dilg guiſe, 
With genuine horror blaſt his guilty eyes; 
Spectres ot power, of wealth, of time miſus' " FB 
Fimſelf the accuſer, and himfelf th' accus'd ; 
And, deep to plunge him in extreme deſpair, 
's ſad ghoſt, and I am thcre, 


Tuere too is 


so RG, FROM THE FLOWER-PIECE, 


DAM from Paradiſe exil'd, 
His heart with anguiſh torn, 

Rov'd forrowing o'er the dreary wild, 
bandon' d and torlorn. 


80 1, excluded from my dear, 
To woods deſpairing go: 

Ike his, mv puniſhment ſevere, 
Nor leſs my weight of woe. 

This renders my afflition more, 
Though leſs, perhaps. ny fins | 

| An Angel drove him trom the e door, | 
An Angel tempts me in. | 


Our ctimes, ſince thus our ſuffering s ſults 
More parallel ſhould lie: 
He taſted the Fo: bidden Fruit, 
Alas - why ſhould not 5 on 
 —A-PORM 
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A B60: . 
= SACRED To THE MEMORY or 
EDMUND SHEPFIELD, 
DUKE OF BUCKINGHAMSHIRE, 
| DUKE AND MARQUIS OF NORMANBY, 
EARL or MULGRAVE, AND BARON OF BUTTERWICK, 
BY JOHN BOY LE+t, EARL OF ORRERY. 


ro HER GRACE KATHERIN, DUTCHESS or 
BUCKINGHAMSHIRE, OCCASIONED BY THE 
DEATH OF THE DUKE HER so. 


UST then mv heart, familiar long with grief t, 

Still vainly hope, and pant for ſome relief? 
No Angel comes with healing in his wings, 

Nor Time it{cif ſoft conſolation brings. 

| | | | : What 
This promiſing youth, the laſt of his iUuſtrious family, 
died at Rome, of a hectic conſumption, October 30, 1735, in 
the nineteenth y ear of his age. The noble author of this elegy 
was his relation and particular friend, and alſo one of the exc» 
cutors of his father's will. “ This poem,“ ſays Dr. Kippis, 
(in his Lordthip's article) „s one of the molt pleaſing {þe- 
„% cim-ns which our author hath afforded of his poetical 
« abilities.” Blographia Britannica, 24 edit. vol. II. p. 522: 
His youngeſt ſon, the preſent cart of Corke and Orrery, Was 
this young duke. Mr. Pope's cpitarh 
on his grace is well known, D. | N | | 
+ John Boyle, carl of Corke and Orrery, was the only 
fon of Charles the fourth car! of Orrery, of whom an ach 
has 


named EvwunND, ailte 
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What ſhould impair but lengthens out my woes, 
And ſwells the circling torrent as it flows; 
Points dangers out, preſents the proſpect clear, 
And till enlarges as it brings it near: 

Or if my thoughts, on higher objects bent, 

Seck in the bolom of a friend content, 
Tranſports awhile attend the bleſt purſuit, 

And pleaſure quickens from the promis'd fruit: 
But when our ſouls congenial flames unite, 

And mutual faith awakens pure delight; 


has. already been given, vol. IV. p. 50. He was born the 
ſecond of January, 1706-7, and was early put under the 
wition of Mr. Fenton the poet, who inſtructed him from the 
age of ſeven to thirteen years. After paſſing through Weſt- 
minſter School, he was admitted as a nobleman of Chriſt 
Church, Oxford, and ſoon diſtinzuiſhed himſelf by his poe- 
tical abilities. In 1932 he took his ſeat in the Houſe of 
Lords, and generally voted againſt the miniſtry in the great 
rational queſtions which were at that period agitating ; but, 
not reliſhing the buſtle of a public life, he ſoon retreated from 
the buſy world to the enjoyment of his friends, and the cul- 
tation of letters. In this ſtate he produced many agreeable 
anc entertaining performances both in proſe and verſe, which 
will ever reflect credit on his abilities as a writer. He was 
trice married, and left children by each wife. On the 
third of December, 1753, he ſucceeded to the title of Corke, 
and died November 16, 1762, aged fifty-ſix years, His 
caracter, by Mr. Duncombe, is inferted in the Biograpkia | 
Br: np 6 | 
7. His lordſhip alludes, no doubt, to the deaths of his fan 

lacr in 1731, and of his firſt lady in 1732. D. 5 
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. hen i in the haven of each other's breaſt, 
| Paſt cares are Jull'd in dreams of coming reſt; 

A ſudden wreck enſues, our hopes are croſt, 
And, ſunk in death, are immaturely loſt. 

Thus when fierce ſtorms ruth on ent control, 
And waves on waves impetuouſly roll; 

If the firm veſſel rides afar from ſhore, 

The foaming ſeas with harmleſs fury roar; 

But, driving onward to the wiſh'd- for land, 
Splits on a rock, or «laſhes on the ſand : 

_ Ev'n now, while yet my wounds freſh fireaming bleed, 
And mournful ſcenes alternately ſucceed, 

_ Whilſt Fancy raiſes to my tortur'd fight 

Forms once belov'd, but doom'd to endleſs night, 

Ine xorable Death ill onward flies, 

And glares deſtruction with his baneful eves; 
Vouth's opening flowers before him ſhrink and fade, 

And fekening Valour dies, though undifmav'd: 

Wiſdom in vain holds forth her aiding ſhield, 

To his all-ptercing arrows forc'd to yield; 

Swift flies the ſhaft from his unerring bow, 

Nor Sheffield's virtues can evade the blow: 
Vanquiſh'q, he finks; each fatal ſiſter crowds, 
And louring ſkies hang out their blackeſt clouds; 
Around lis head thick circling vapours fleet, 
And all the death-preſaging omens meet. 

The dreadful ſummons dauntlefs he obeys, 
Nor earthly with his thirſt of heaven ailays 

Nor at his ſure impending fate repines, 

| But to the power that gave, the life reſigns; 


1 | SE | Qui: 
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Quick on his roſy lips an aſhy pale 

Diffus'd its tint, and life began to fail; 

Ve ere his ſoul the flacken'd paſſage broke 

Of vanquiſh'd Nature, thus he greatly ſpoke : 
„ Sicknefs, with all her various ghaſtly train 
Of withering ſymptoms and corroding pain, 

Or ſoon or late by pitying Heaven's decree, 
Ordain'd to ſet the towering ſpirit free, 
Diſturbs not me; no, nor the pangs of death, 
Fierce in the conflict of departing breath; 

Nor for the ſharper ſtings of impious guilt, 

One fearful, baſe, or conſcious tear is ſpilt: 

But oh! a mother's grief! with that I ſtart, 
And Sa the anguiſh that will ets, her rex 2 
ors en ng glial Gghs and bleſſings, died. 
IUuſtrious youth, whole lateſt gaſp diſclos'd 
The tendereſt patlion, with a mind compos'd, 
Whoſe love from duty, reaſon, goodneſs flow'd, 
Ard long'd to pay the grateful debt he ow'd; 
What glorious ardour, virtue unconfin'd, 
Diffuſive, great, bencficent, and kind, 5 

In that important hour his frame forſook ! 

How chang'd ! how pale ! how fix'd his manly look ] 
Yet comely gravity, with temper'd grace, 

Still {weetly ſate upon his youchful face; 

And mild concern, as if Devotion hung 
With her laſt melting accent on his tongue; 
For Virtue often will her influence ſhed, _ 
And caſt a ſolemn luſtre o'er the dead. 
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ug ſoul its ſecret attributes diſplay, 

And ſpeak its paſſion in the lifeleſs clay ; 
Each myſtic lineament, though faint, declare 
The native worth that once reſided there; 

An early wit, by juſteſt precepts taught, 

By arts improv'd, by ſolid judgment wrought ; 
That knew no folly, and deteſted ill, 

_ Whoſe thoughts were great, whoſe reaſon was his wil! 
To higheſt titles, honours, fortunes, born, 

He only look'd on ſordid vice with ſcorn; 
Steady in youth, referv'd, yet not auſtere, 
Humane to failings, but to crimes ſevere; 
Valiant in arms, France ſaw his martial fire 
Kindling where Berwick's did in blood expire *: 
But guardian Angels, watchful of his fate, 
Caught him atpiring to a better ſtate; 


At the ſiege of Philipſburgh, in 1734, the duke of 
Buckingham ſerved as an aid-de-camp to his uncle, the duke 
of Berwick, and, when that general was killed by a cannon» 
ball, narrowly eſcaped ſharing the ſame fate, having juſt 
- left the trenches when that event happened, % This ca- 
ce taſtrophe put an end to the nephew's campaign, The 
ic next year, intending to try the air of Naples, he advanced 
4 in his way thither as far as Rome, where he found his 

ec ſtrength ſo much waſted, that he was not able to purſue 

the journey any farther. He remained in th is city till the 
« very laſt ſhock of his diſtemper, which he ſuſtained with 
&« admirable fortitude and refignation, ſaying, he world ric? 
4 out the form in the chair where he fa;.”” Biographia Britan- 

nica, article SHEFFIELD. D. | 
W = | | : 5 Mature 
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Mature for heaven, and crown'd with earthly fame, 
He nobly clos'd the line from whence he came. 

On! that the ſoul of Maro could transfuſe 

Celeſtial ſtrength to raiſe my drooping Mule, 


| With glowing raprures warm her trembling veins, 


And with pathetic numbers tune her ſtrains, 
Sheffield ſhould (till in arms conſpicuous ſhine, 
And all his virtues breathe an air divine 
His fame, ſecure from Time and Envy's rage. : 
Should ever flouriſh in a nobler page. 

nough the brave youth lies mix'd with ſocial duſt, 
Immortal laurels ſhall adorn his buſt ; 
The cvpreſs ſpread its ever-verdant bloom, 
And Mantuan lilies grace the ſacred tomb. 
But thou, to whoſe diſcerning worth was given 
To form a ſon, an offering fit for Heaven ; 
By whoſe unweary'd toil and boundleſs care, 
Maternal love, and never-ceaſing prayer, be. 
Life's rugged path he learn'd with eaſe to tread, 
To bear Death's mighty ſhock, yet not to dread ; 
Whoſe wiſdom urg'd him, like the lark, to riſe, 
And, though with callow wings, to reach the ſkies ; 
Bade him to Fame's eternal temple climb, 
Daring in action, as in ſenſe FO ROY ; 
Let this conſole thee, though but thort the race, 
'Twas run with ardour, and obtain'd with grace; 
And now, far hence remov'd from mortal ey es, 
He tis with ſeraphs, and enjoys the Prize. 


1735. 


vor. VIE" --- LE Þ HORACE, 


| mr MISCELLANY POEMS. 


HORACE, nor x obs 
IMITATED, AND INSCRIBED 70 

PHILIP. EARL or CHESTERFIELD®, 

. Joux EARL OF ORRERY, 


THOU, whoſe virtues Albion's ſons can trace 
| Through an ennobled, long deſcending race; 
Whoſe honour'd friendſhip, and whoſe guardian name, 
Opens a proſpect to the realms of Fame; 

Obſerve the various paſſions of the mind, 

That teaſe, delight, diſtract, and rule mankind. 
There are, tis ſtrange to ſay it, but there are, 
Vi ho place their glories in the rolling car, - 

Who drive the flying ſteeds with niceſt art, 

And act the chatioteer's tyrannic part: 

Hark, ſtranger, hark ! the circling ſcourges ſound, 
The bridles jingle, and the horſes bound; A 

In clouds of duſt th' envelop'd Heroes fly, 

Like Gods, inviſible to mortal eye : 

Now, now they laſh, and now, with pride elate, 
Double the corner, paſs the ſtraiten'd gate; 


* Our author's friendſhip with this nobleman. continue 
- uninterrupted to the laſt. In a letter to the Rev. Mr. Dur 
combe, dated from Blackheath, where his lordſhip had 
houſe, Auguſt-7, 1760, but two years before his death,! 
writes thus: “ Our neighbourhood, though lordly, is gos 
Lord Cheſterfietd, except deafneſs, is ftil! Lord Cheſt 
« field. He writes and ſpeaks with all the*Stanhope f 
„Lady Cheſterfield is goodneſs itſelf, and particularly & 
«to uy mug Lady Lucy We D. 
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Now ſhort, or wide, with rapid quickneſs turn, 
And for the coachman's laurels drive and burn. 
Oh! give them all the honours they require: 
Let other herors other virtues fire: 
be theſe for matchleſo ſkill in driving known, 
And bind their teinples with a whip-cord crown. 

Tempt with ambition, if you can, the ſoul, 
Whom neither vanity nor wants control; 
Shew him the azure garter dangling high, 

Or ſhake the taper ſtaff before his eye; 
day, the gold kev his pocket-holes ſhall grace; 
Promiſe the gift of gifts, dir Robert's place; 
Cam and unmov'd, the baits he ſhall behold, 
De! ſpiſe the enſigns, and diſdain the gold : 

dafe in a corner humble port he ' quaff, 

And, whilſt he pities Kings, at Statcſmen laugh. 

Vr'try another, try a man whoſe rent, 

I ſpite of taxes, yields him ten per cent. 
Bid him all lands, all purchaſes forego, 
And deal in South-Sea ſtock; he Il anſwer, No. : 

Suppoſe a thitd, who ploughs his native foil, 
Ard ſhares a landlord's pride, and tenant's toll ; 
neither idly vain, nor humbly low, 

Perhaps a juſtice, or who may be ſo: 

Shall ſuch a man be hir'd from Plenty's eaſe, 
Ut his own hearth, and launch into the ſeas ? 
o, not at Vernon's * call: let others roam: 
eight the Spaniards, if he muſt, at home. 


* This admiral was then the popular ſubject of panegyric, 
br on is lucceſs at Pocto Bello and Chagre. D. 
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But ſee the merchant trembling for his ſtore ! 

The winds grow mighty, and the tempeſts roar ! 
The freighted veſſel, where his treaſure lies, 
Now finks to hell, now riſes to the ſkies. 

Pale and aghaſt! his thoughts, averſe to gain, 
| Serk but this once the mercy of the main: 
Should bounteous Neptune watt the bark to land, 
Safe from each chreatening ſtorm, each latent land, 
To trade, to avarice, he'll bid adieu, 
Let him but pay his creditors their due; 
That done, he 'I ſeek ſome rural calin retreat; 
No painful doubts moleſt a country ſeat. 
So vows the trader, whilſt, immers'd in fear; 
The bark once landed, other ſcenes appear : 
All rural proſpects vaniſh from his mind, 
Again he tempts the ſea, and truſts the wind. 


Why ſhould he change his ſchemes ? his vows recant? 


No ſtorm fo dreadful, as the thoughts of want. 
Such cares diſturb not Bacchanalian hours, 

When ** * ® revels in his midnight bowers ; 

Or, ſtretch'd at caſe within the rich alcore, 

IT he poliſh'd temple, or the gloomy grove, 

| Near ſome cool ſpring, where hermits us'd to pray, 

Whoſe borders kneeling Saints have worn away, 
He lolls ſupine, till fumes invade his head; 

And fneering ſervants heave their load to bed. 
Camps, and the clarion ſounding from afar, 

Pouſe and delight the mighty chiefs of war: 

\\ here Honour calls, th' undaunted heroes run 

(Each mother uenbiing for her e ſon); 


” 
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Arms their profeſſion, victory their aim, 
They live with danger, or they die with fame. 

The ſportſman, fearleſs of the Winter's morn, 
Obevs the ſummons of his hounds and horn; 
From love and ſweet domeſtic dalliance flics, 
To brave tl inclement fury of the ſkies; _ 
Through dreary ſtorms, with more than eager pace,. 
| To drive o'er hills and plains the ſavage race. 
While I, if haply the conſenting Muſe _ 
| M:lodious ſenſe and charming founds infuſe, 
If ſweet Euterpe deigns her aid to bring, 
And Polyhymnia firikes the Leſbian ſtring, 
Far from the feeble glance of vulgar eve, 
To plealing ſhades and cooling grottos fly 
Where lovely Nymphs alternately advance, 
And nimble Satyrs join the myſtic dance: 


Be rural paſtimes, harmleſs {ports my theme, 
Ti: tmiling ſnepherqdeſs, the limpid ſtream! 
If vou, my Stanhope, who tr: iumphant fir, - 
Taue ſhining pattern and the judge of wit, 
(Long has the verdant ivy bloom'd around 


* 


# 
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ay tacred temples, and thy judgment crown'd, 
00 thee 8 in W'iſdom's holy ſhrine, 
And bid the honours of the Gods be thine) 


It You ſhould place me with thi immortal choir 
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Ot Bards, who whilom ſtruck th' harmonious Ivres. 
With heavenly rapture fir'd, ſublime I'd rite, 

And fnatch the radiant Elorics ot the ſkies, 
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PYRRHA, BY JOHN EARL OF ORRERY*, 
IN 1MITATIO N OF HORACE, BOOK 1. ODE v, 
HEN to that dear, but inauſpicious bower, 
Fann'd with the breath of every fragrant flower, 
(Where circling boughs, in verdant pomp array'd, 
Paint the ſtill covert with a pleaſing ſhade) 
Lou, love diſſembling, feign a kind retreat, 
Your looks all mild, and lJanguiſhingly ſweet ; 
Sa, Pyrrha, ſay, what gay unpraftis'd youth, 
Lur'd by that air of unaffected truth, 
What gaudy ſtripling, eager to be bleſt, 
| Sinks a lad victim on your perjui d breaſt ? 
And, while efſcntial ſweets their odours ſpread, 
Claſps you with ardour on the roly bed? 
O wondrous nymph ! whoſe piercing charms confel; 
Vour form reſiſtleſs, unadorn'd with dreſs, 
Beauteous by nature, without art too fair, 
Tell me for whom your amber-colour'd hair 
la filken wreaths its radiant luſtre ſhows, 
Plays in each motion, and in ringlets flows. 
III-fated youth ! undone, whot'er he be, 
While you, thus falſely, thus engaging, free, 
With ſpecious innocence vour joys diſpenſe, 
And feœaſt with eeſtacy the raviſn'd ſenſe; 
He, loft in tranſports, forms an airy ſcene 
Of vaſt delights : the heavens appear ſercne, 
A ſhort judicious eſſay on the nature of Lyrics, of thole 
of Horace in particular, and on the failure of Dacier and $3 
nadon in their profe trantlations of this ne was prefixed te 


the firſt puntiegies of this verſion, D. | 
Smoot 
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Smooth glides the ſurface of the cryſtal ſtream, 
And fancy wantons in the golden dream, 
Sill hopes the ſame, and, credulouſly fond, 
{ts ou ſecure in Faith's eternal bond. 
Alas! too ſoon he 'll feel his raſh miſlake, 
When from the ſoft deluſion forc'd to wake, 
Starting, he views the heavens with clouds o'crcaft, 
The furrow'd ocean blackening to the blaſt 
Of angry winds, and all his promis'd blifs 
Sunk in the tumult of the dread abyſs. 
How will he then in wild deſpair lament 
Tie wondrous change, and curſe the fad erent ! 
Gods ! what a train of ills thoſe wretches wait, 
Who proudly court their yet untaſted fate! 
Gaze on your charms, yet not ſuſpect your wiles, 
And catch at ruin in ambiguous fmiles ! 
Once, big with hope, I ei my ſwelling ſails, 
Vanly ſecure of ever proſperous gales; 
Yet, ſcarcely Jaunch'd into the deep, was met 
By warring winds, and raging. waves beſet. 
Long on the faithleſs ocean rudely toſt, 
Tie {port of ſtorms, my bark at length 1 was loſt ; 
When ſome kind Triton, ruſhing to my aid, 
Czuglt me expiting, and to land convey'd : 
Now ſafe on ſhore, by Neptune's great decree, 
With pious gratitude, I ll quit the ſea ; 
Paſſion no more, with all its glittering train 
of frantic joys, ſhall tempt me out again; 
But noble Reaſon ſhall the tide comet; 
nd Virtue fix her empire in my ſoul, 
n. | „„ 
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HORACE, BOOK II. ODE XIV. 
IMITATED BY JOHN EARL OF ORRERY, 


O W ſwift, alas | the rolling years 
Haſte ro devour their deſtin d prey! 
A moth each winged moment bears, 
Which ſtill in vain the Stationers 
From the dead authors ſweep away 
And troops of canker- worms, with fecret pride, : 
Throagh gay vermillion leaves and gilded. covers glide, 


Great Bavius, ſhould thy critic vein 
Each day ſupply the teeming preſs, 
Should'd thou of ink whole rivers drain, 
Not one &*tavo ſhall remain, 
Io thow thy learning and addreſs : 
Oblivion drags them to her ſilent cell, 
Where brave king Arthur“ and his nobles dwell. . 


Authors of every ſize and name, 
Knights, 'ſquires, and doctors of all colours, 
From the purſuit of laſting fame 
Retiring, there a manſion claim + 
© Behold the fate of modern ſcholars ! 
Why will you then, with hope delufive led, 
For various readings toil, which never will be read! ? 


Wich ſilver claſp, and corner-plate, 
You fortify the favourite book : 


® Sir Richard Blackmore's. D. 
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Fear not from Worms or Time your fate ! _ 
More cruel foes your works await : 
The Butler, with th' impatient Cook, 
And Paſtry-nymphs, with Trunkmakers, combine 
To eaſe the 5 Oey and 1085 he fair deſign. 


PROLOGUE. 10 ALFRED*. 
BY JOUN EARL OF ORRERY. | 
A SPOKEN BY MR. GARRICK. 


IN arms renow n'd, for arts of peace ador'd, 

Alfred, the nation's father, more than lord, 

A Britiſh author has preſum'd to draw. 
Struck deep, even now, with reverential awe ; "= 
And ſets the godlike figure fair ia view — 

0 mav diſcernment find the likeneſs true! 

When Daniſh fury, with wide-waſting hand, 
Had ſpread pale fear and ravage o'er the land, : 
This prince ariſing bade confuſion ceaſe, 

Bade order ſhine, and bleſt his ifle with peace; 
Taught liberal arts to humaniſe the mind. 
And heaven-born ſcience to tweet freedom join'd. 
United thus, the friendly ſiſters ſhone, _ 
And one ſccur'd, while one adorn'd his throne. 
Amidit theſe honours of his happy reign, 

Lach Grece and every Muſe compos'd his train: : 
As grateful ſervants, all exulting ſtrove | 

At once to f pread lus fame, and ſhare his loy e. 


* A maſque by Thomſon and Mallet, acted at Den Lane 
B. : 
To- 
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To-night, if aught of fftion you behold, 
Think not, in Virtue's cauſe, the Bard too bold. 
If ever Angels from the ſkies deſcend, 
I muſt be — truth and freedom to defend. 
Thus would our author p'eale — be it your partes 
Ik not his labours, to approve his heart. 
True to his country's, and to honour's cauſe, 
He fixes there his fame, and your applauſe; 
Mi ines no failing from vour fight to "ak : 
* dy tree Brirons will be — 7 try'd 
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A HASTY PRO! 0GUE TO ALL FOR LOVE, 
| ACTED AT BLENHEIM:- HOUSE IN THE SUMMER 1716 
WRITTEN BY BISHOP HOADLY, 
5 A&D SPOKEN BY LADY BATEMAS, 


HI * E ancient dames and fant in us live, 
And ſcenes of love and war we here revive, 

_ Greater in both, in both more fortunate, 
Than all that ever ages past call'd great, e 
e . bs O Matl- 

* I am indebted for this unique of biſhop Hoadly's comfo- 
ftion to Mr. Duncombe's elegant publication of “ Letters by 

4 ſeveral eminent Perſons.” Both the poem and its hiſtory 
were communicated to Mr. Duncombe by the late Mr. Chan- 
cellor Hoadly, the Biſhop's youngeſt fon. N. 

I In the ſummer of the year 1718, the biſhop of Bangor 
with Dr. Samuel Clarke, and Sir Richard Steele, made 3 


viſit of ſome days at neee, by | invitation, where 
| he 
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0 Marlbrs, think not wrong that I thee name, 

Ard firſt do homage to tliy brighter fame. 
Beauty and Virtue with each other ſtrove 

To move and recompenſe thy early love; 


te found that the ladies and gentlemen of the family, and a 
fe of the nnn had got up the tragedy of All 


or Love,” to entertain the duke of Marlborough, who had 


xn, before this, ſome ſymptoms of that paralytie diſorder 
«hich impaired his ſenſes, and at length terminated in a total 
Gay, and his diſfolution. Lady Bateman (one of his 
gacc's grand-daughters by the earl of Sunderland), who 


axed the part of Cleopatra, had in vain applied to Sir 


d ſeemed chagrined at the diſappointment. At night, when 


the family retired, the biſhop defired pen, ink, and paper, 
might be brought to his chamber, and, the next morn- 
ug, at breakfaſt, preſented to lady Bateman this prologue ; 
which the ſpoke, the ſame evening, to the duke and dutcheſs, 
bis grace ſhedding tears at the unexpected compliment from a 


frourite grand-child. In the courſe of the play, Sir Rich- 

ard, who {at next to the biſhop, often obſerved how well and 

ſeelingly captain Fiſhe performed the part of Anthony. This 
* Fade man, who had been the doke's page, had diſtinguiſhed 
Ilan in the army, and, as I have been informed, died a 
l-vtenant=colonel. In one of the ſcenes where Fithe was 
very ſweet upon his Cleopatra, Sir Richard whiſpered the 
lob, 0 1 doubt this Fi/be is Fleſh, my lord.“ -I muſt men- 
on another incident: at their going away, Sir Richard ſaid 
t the bl!hop, 4 Does your lordſhip give money to all theſe 
dellows in laced coats and ruffles?“ No doubt,” replied 


| Beauty, 


5 
A. A. —— "2s w-4 * — — L 4 8 « 
. 4 = 4 35 . * a 
. . 85 r Won; eB 3 8 2 - 
—_— = — OI © . Cs, —_ p . 7 


hard Steele for a prologue on that extraordinary occafion, 
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Beauty „, which Egypt's queen could never boaſt, 
And virtue the ne'er knew, or quickly loſt ! 
A ſoul, ſo form'd and cloath'd, Heaven muſt deſign, 
For ſuch a foul, and ſuch a form, as thine. 
But, call'd from ſoft repoſe, and beauty's charms, 
Thy louder fame is ſpoke in feats of arms. 
The fabled ſtories of great Philip's fon, 
By thy great deeds the world has ſeen outdone ; 
The Cxfars that Rome boaſted yield their bays, 
And own, in juſtice, thy ſuperior praiſe : 
They fought, the empire of the world to gain, 
But thou, to break the haughty tyrant's chain; 
They fought t' enſlave mankind, but thou to free 
Whole nations from deteſted ſlavery: 
« Their guilty paths to grandeur taught to hate 
Buy virtue, nor to bluſh for being great .“ 


the biſhop. % have not enough,” ſaid the knight; and 
when he paſſed by them in the hall, he accoſted them in 
ſpeech, telling them, that he had found them men of tak, 
« and as ſuch invited them all to Drury-lane theatre, t9 
« whatever play they ſhould pleaſe to betpeak,” he then 
having a ſhare in the patent. D). 
* Of the beauty of the dutcheſs of Marlborough, if ve 
had no other teſtimony, no other would be wanting than ber 
portrait painted by Kueller, and engraved by Smith aud 
the duke, it is well known, was diſt.oguijhed in the French 
army vader merſhal Turenne, by che name of“ the hand 
« ſome Englihman.“ D. 5 | 

+ See Aureng- RY, act V. The only « ©): foure lines l 
this prologue are thote oz Dryden. D. 
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This heap of ſtones which Blenheim's palace frame 

Roſe, in this form, a trophy to thy name. 

This heap of ſtones mutt crumble into ſand; »» 

But thy great name ſhall through all ages ſtand &. 

In Fate's dark book I ſaw thy long-liv'd name, 

And thus the certain prophecy proclaim : 

« One + ſhall ariſe, who will thy deeds rehearſe, 

Not in arch'd roofs, or in ſuſpeCted verſe; 

But in plain annals of each glorious vear, 

With pomp of truth, the ſtory ſhall appear. 

Long after Blenheim's walls ſhall moulder'd lie, 

Oc, blown by winds, to diſtant regions fly, 

Br lim ſhall thy great actions all ſurvive, 

And by thy name ſhall his be taught | to live,” | 


O cheriſh 
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* Dr, Campbell, in his life of the duke in the“ Biogra- 
% phia Britannica,” has expreſſed the ſame idea with equal 
tiegar ce in proſe : © The noble pile near Woodſtock may be 
dl i juſtly ſtyled his monument, but, without pretending to the f 
giſt of prophecy, one may foretell, that his glory will long 
larvive that ſtructure, and that ſo long as our hiſtories re- 
„main, or indeed the hiſtories of Europe, his memory will 
hee and be the boaſt of Britain, who, by his labours, was 
"raiſed to be the firſt of nations, as, during the age in which 
he lived, he was deſervedly eſteemed the firſt of men.” D. 
T It his lordthip, in theſe lines, alluded to any parti- 
ular hiſtorian, it mult probably be the friend who ſat next 
um, as Sir Richard, in the lixth number of a paper called 
' The Reade r, dated May z, 17 714, had intimated a deſign 
F writ] me « A Hiftory of the War in Flanders; the re- 
| | | « lation 
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O cheriſh the remains of life; ſurrey 
Thoſe vears of glory which can ne'cr decay [ 
Enjov the beſt reward below allow'd, 

The e of Fe actions great and good r ! 


6 ati on to commence from the date of the Duke of Marlbo- 
« rovgh's commiſſions as Captain-gencral and Plenipoten- 
te tiary, and to end with the expiration of thoſe commit- 
©« fions.” D. — On this ſubje& I cannot but cite what Dr. 
| Johnſon has related in his account of Mallet: „The long re- 
« tardutien-of the Life of the duke of Marlborough flies, 
« with ſtrong conviction, how little confidence can be placed 
es in poſthumous renown, When he died, it was ſoon determi- 
te ned.that his ſtory ſhould be delivered to poſterity ; and the 
d papers ſuppoſed to contain the neceſſary information were 
c delivered to lord Moleſworth, who had been his favourite 
c in Flanders. When Moleſworth died, the fame papers 
« were transferred, with the ſame deſign, to Sir Richard 
„Steele, who in ſome of his exigencies put them in pawn. 
« They then remained with the old dutcheſs, who in het 
4 will aſſigned the taſk to Glover and Mallet, with a reward 
« of a thouſand ponnds, and a prohibition to ivſert any 
« yerſes. Glover rejected, I ſuppoſe, with diſdatn the legacy, 
&« and devolved the whole work upon Mallet; who had from 
et the late duke of Marlborough a penſion to promote his iu- 
<« duſtry, and who talked of the diſcoveries which he made; 
«hut left not, when he died, | oy hiftorical l2bours bh: ind 
« him.” N. 

An evident alluſion to the fixth ſtanza of * welle 
elegant Ode to the duke of Ing, 19 1717, intitules, 
c The Genius.” D. 
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AN IMITATION FROM THE SPECTATOR, 
BY ROBERT LLOYD), M. A. 


NOT PRINTED IN HIS WORE. 


Month hath roll'd its lazy hours away, = 


Since Delia's preſence bleſs'd her longing ſwain ; W 


How could he brook the flugziſh Time's delay, 
What charm could ſoften ſuch an age of pain? 


* Son of Dr. Pierſon Lloyd, beni maſter of Weſtminſter 
ſchool, where, and at Trinity college, Cambridge, be diſtin- 
guthed himſelf by his poetical genius, and alſo (ſorry I am to 
add) by his irregularities. To the former we are indebted 
\ir his „ Actor,“ and ſeveral other ingenious pieces. To 
the latter he owed his impriſonment in the Fleet, and in ſome 


meaſure his immature death there, Dec. 15, 1764, though 
that was accelerated by the pang he felt for the loſs of his 
friend Churchill, whoſe generoſity he had ſo often experien- 


cd. D,—H's character has been thus excellently pourtrayed 

be Mr. Wilkes: „He was mild and affable in private life, of 
„gentle manners, and very engaging in converſation. He 
ewas an excellent ſcholar, and an eaſy, natural poet. His 


* peculiar excellence was the drefling up an old thought in a 
new, neat, and trim manner. He was contented to {camper 


round the foot of Parnaſſus on his little Welch poney, 
d which ſeems never to have tired. He left the fury of the 


* winged ſteed, and the daring heights of the mountain, to 


* the ſublime genius of his friend Churchill.“ — The “Po- 


E Works” of Mr. Lloyd were . collected by 
b. Kearick, i in two volumes bye, 1774. N. 
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224 MISCELLANY POEMS, 
One fond reflection ſtill his boſom chear'd, 
And ſooth'd the torments of a lover's care, 

"Twas that for Delia's ſelf the bower he rear'd, 

And fancy plac'd the nymph already there. 
O come, dear maid, end, with a gentle ſmile, 
Such as lights up my lovely fair-one's face, 
Survey the product of thy ſhepherd's toil, 
Nor rob the villa of the villa's grace. 
| Whate'er improvements ſtrike thy curious ſight, 
Thy taſte hath form'd — let me not call it mine, 
Since, when I muſe on thee, and feed delight, 
I form no thought that is not wholly thine, 
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Th' apartments deſtin'd for my charmer's uſe, 
( (For love in trifles is conſpicuous ſhown) 
Can ſcarce an object to thy view produce, 

But bears the dear reſemblance of thine own. 
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And truſt me, love, I could almoſt believe 
This little ſpot the manſion of my fair; 
But that awak'd from fancy's dreams, I grieve 
To find its proper owner is not there, 
Oh! I could doat upon the rural ſcene, 5 
Its proſpect over hill and champaign wide, 
But that it marks the tedious way between, 
That parts my Damon from his promis'd bride. 
The gardens now put forth their bloſſoms ſwect, 
In Nature's flowery mantle gaily dreſt, 


Tlie cloſe-trimm' d hedge, and 08 border neat, 
All alk my Delia for their Uearete guelk, 


Tbe 


Tit 
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he lily pale, the purple bluſhing role, 
n this fair ſpot their mipgled beauties j join; 
The wood bine he re its curling tendrils throws, 
In wreaths fantaſtic, round the mantling vine. 


The branching arbour here, for lovers made, 


For dalliance mcet, or ſong, or amorous tale, 


Shall oft protect vs with its cooling ſhade, 


When ſultry Phoebus burns the lowly. vale, 


Tis all another paradiſe around; | 
And, truſt me, ſo it would appear to me, 5 
Like the firſt man were I not lonely found, 
And but half bleſt, my Delia, wanting * 
For two, but two, 1 've form'd a lovely walk, 
And I have call'd it by my fair one's name: 


Here, bleſt with thee, t' enjoy thy pleaſing talʒl, 
While fools and madmen bow the knee oo fame. 


The ruſtic path already have I try d, 
Oft at the ſinking of the ſetting day; 
And while, my love, I thought thee by my fide, 
With careful ſteps have worn its edge away. 
With thee I *ve held diſcourſe, how paſſing ſweet ! 
While fancy brought thee to my raptur'd dream; 
Wich thee have prattled in my lone retreat, 
And talk'd down ſuns on love's delicious theme, 
Ot, as I wander through the ruſtic crowd, 
Muſing with downcaft look, and folded arms, 
They flare with wonder when I rave aloud, 
And dwell with rapture on thy artleſs charms. 
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Yet Colin knows the cauſe, tor love is ſhrewd, 


Among the fruits that grace this little ſeat, 


| Since I've been abſent from my lovely fair, 


4 Tis late, ſays the Maſter, « Il not be lock 4 Fee 


% What ſignify Gates! 'Y Arn' iT Man cr of Keys? hs 
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They call me mad, and oft with finger rude, 
Point at me leering, as I heedleſs paſs; 


And the young ſhepherd courts the farmer's laſs, 


And all around their -ehufteriog foliage ſpread, 
Here mayſt thou cull the peach, or nettarine ſweet, 
And pluck the ſtrawberry from its native bed. 


And all along the river's verdant fide, 
I''ve plaared elms, which riſe in even row, 
And fins their lofty branches far and wide, 
Which float reflected in the lake below, = 


imagination forms a thouſand ſchemes 1 
For)! my Delia, thou art all my care, 

And all with me is love and golden dreams. 
O fla: tering promiſe of ſecure delight ! 

When will the lazy-pacing hours be o'er, 
That I may fly with rapture to thy ſight, 

And we ſhall meet again to part no more? 


ON THE MASTERS OF CLARE HAI. 
AND CAIUS (OR KEYS) COLLEGE. 


AYS Gooch * to old Wilcox, 60 Come, take t'othe 
da 


« Mere ſtuff,” cries the Biſhop, „ ftay as Jong as v0 
* icale ; 8 


* Sir Thomas, Bithop of Ely. D. 


E 1 


r THE REV. WILLIAM GOSTLING +, XI. A. 


F 


ou NG libertines no more moleſt 
Your doors, your windows, or your reſt x 
ET hofe days, v. hich riot calls the heſt, 
| Are over 2 : 
No more the ſcrenader cries, 8 
Sleep locks up Lydia's ears and eyes, 
* ls * and ep lies 
Her lover,” 


A minor canon of Canterbury cathedral for fifry Fears, * 
"4 vicar of Stone in the iſſe of Oxney, Kent, well known to 


vers of antiquity by his truly original ” Walk in and 
„wont Canterbury,“ firſt printed in 1774, of which there 


' 


zd ycar of his age. A popular legend, © hitched into dog- 
wle's Antiquities, vol. II. art. Minſter Movaſtery, in the 


Canterbury, and aſterwards one of the prieſts of the chapel 


reported to have ſaid of him, “ You may talk as much as 
ou pleaſe of your nightingales, but I have a Ging who 
5 all” Another time. the ſame merry monarch 

terted him with a filver egg filled with guineas, Tayings 
that he had! heard that eg: Zs were good for the voice,” D. 


Q EE, In 


no ACE, BOOK I. ODE XIV. TRANSLATED. 


hire been three editions. He died March 9, 1777, in the 
„ ect rhyme” by Mr, Goſiling, may be ſeen in his friend 
Ile of Shepey., Ot his father, who was firſt a minor canon 
wal and ſub-dean of St. 5 there a are toy era! rag, 


Make,” To * TAS may be elle” v. kat King Charles i. 
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228 MISCELLANY POEM. 
In vain you now haunt plays and park, 

Or trapes in ſtormy nights. and dark, 

In 88 you may lome roving ſpark 

Recover. 
For bine in tears, with aveary feet, 
| You catterwaul from ſtreet to ſtreet, g 
Some opportunity to meet 
orf toying = 


1 he rakes their wither'd my rtles join 
To offer up-at Winter's ſhrine, 
And, crown'd with | IVY, are their wine 


. 


0 SEEING THE PICTURE OF Miss HIG ELMORE 
| AT MR. HIGHMORE'S. 
BY MR. (AFTERWARDS DR) DODD4. 
NOT: PRINTED IN HIS WORKS. 


BY Highmore late, from great Apelles ſprung, 
Led midſt the fair, the noble, and the young, 


(Where fam'd Clariſſa's beauties claim our praiſe, 
Charm every eye, and all our pity raile) _ 
The maſter to a maid (ye Gods, how fair!) 


;- -b6 Ti 


* Of whom, ſee vol. VI. p. 103. N. 
+ This unfortunate author, eldeſt ſon of the Rev. We, 
Dodd, M.A. many years vicar of Bourne in Lincolnſhire, wi 
| born May 29, 1729. He was ſent, at the age of 16, to te 
univerſity of Cambridge, and admitted in the year 1745 2 fl 


; of Clare-Hall. 1. 1749-50 he took the degree. of B. A. ith 
4 Mo 


on MISS HIGHM MORE S PICT URE. 


« 'Tis ſhe,” I cry'd, “ here, Highmore, you a” 
None could have fancy'd Beauty's Queen ſo well!“ 
He ſmil'd; when, lo ! the living Venus came, 
I bow'd, ſigh'd, look'd, but own'd each grace the 2 
A Venus fill, but Highmore 1 is her name. 


| creat honour, being upon that occaſion placed in the liſt of 
wranglers. Leaving the univerſity, he imprudently married 
| amiſs Mary Perkins, of Frith-ſtreet, Soho, in 1731; -was or- 
tained a descon the ſame year, and a prieſt in 1753, and ſoon 
became a popular preacher. His firſt preferment was the 
lectureſhip of Weſt- Ham in 1752. In 1783 he was choſen 
lecturer of St. James's Garlickhithe, which he reſigned in 
-54 for that of St. Olave's Hart- ſtreet, and in 1758 took the 
degree of NI. A. at Cambridge. On the foundation of the 
Magdalen Hoſpital in 1758, he was a ſtrenuous ſepporter of 
mat charity, and ſoon aſter became preacher at the chapel of 
it, By the favour of biſhop Squire, to whom he was chap- 
lan, ue in 1763, obtained a prebend of Brecon, and by the 
ſame intereſt had the education of Mr. Stanhope, now ear! of 
Chcfterfield, entruſted to his care. In 1765, by the intereſt 
of ſome city friends, he was appointed one of the king's chap- 
ans. In 1766 he went to Cambridge, and took the degree of 
LL.D. Two new polite chapels were now the ſcenes of his 
miniliry, avd he obtained the rectory of Hockc!:#e- in Bed- 
fordſhire by purchaſe. At this period the eſtimation he was 
held in by the world was. ſufficient to give him expeRations of 
proferment, and hopes of riches and honours; and theſe he 
might probably have acquired, had be pol. c Ted a common por- 
tion of pri:dence ard d ſeretion. On the His g of St. George 
Enover- ſquare becoming vacaat in 1774, he Wrote an ano- 
Q 3 | ny mov 
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EXTRACTS FROM A Ms. PORN, 
* DR. DODD. 


BEING A KIND OF jour R NAL IN VERSE, 


WRITTEN IN 1774, WHEN HE WENT TO Tat 
POSSLSSLON. OF HIS BRECON PREBEND, 


w 0 R C E 8 T EX. 
1 TS 3 cathedtal we ſurvey, 
Where tleeps good Hough, to whom a tear we par 
_ Vhite the {age verger much at biſhops ſpoke, 

And freely dealt around ſharp centwe's ſtroke, 


Ilir: } 
$3 441 


> ymous letter to the lord chancchor's lady, offering yo: 
ruincas if by her afiſtance he was promoted to it, This being 
traced to him, complaint was immediately made to the ki; 
and Dr. Dodd was diſmiſſed with diſgrace from his poſt « 


ehaplain, From this period, though he obtained the vicar 


of: Winge in Bucks from his noble pupil, he lived neglects 
if not deſpiſed; and his extravagance ſtill continuing, he des 
came involved in difficulties, which tempted him to tort 
Feb. 4, 1777, a bond from his late pupil lord Cheſtertic! 
for C. 4200. which he actually received; but, being detects 
was tried at the Old Pailey, found goilty, and, in {p.te 

every application for meccy, received fentence of death; 2 

was executed at Tyburn, June 27, 1777. He was 4 voi 
minous writer, and poſſeſſed 3 with little judgment and mic 


-vanity, conſiderable abilities: but the advantages of thei 
were totally loſt to him by habits of difipation, which fe 
to have affected both his liſe and writings. A voleme of! 
- yoctry appeared in 17675 8vo. To th: $ acccunt, for wii! 
h | 11 
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Hinted that ſome had been, and ſtill were good, 
And fome, God wot, no bettet than they ſhou'd. 
* * * * * X S 


n & E C ON. 
For us, our buſineſs and our duty done, 


is time that on our journey we were gone: 
do, gentle friends, and Brecon- s walls, adicu! 
Again with 3 we ' return to vou, 
If good St. David's 5, with a liberal hand, 
Shall point the way, and give the kind command, 
Jov-to his foul, and to his bones be reſt, 1 
Who thus already hath preferr'd and bleſt! 
| | VV „ : 
But nousht like Piercefield +! charms our raviſh's fight, 
Met e©raite refin'd helps nature to delight. ; 
Upon the rocky tide of winding Wie, 
The haty ing woods and walls romantic lie, 
\Whence all arcund delicious proſpects rite, 
The diſtant Severn, hills that meet the ſkies, 


Iam principally indebted to a pamphlet called © An impartial 

„ Accoum of the Life avd Writings of Wm. Dodd, LL.D.” 

I have taken the liberiy to make ſome additivas and correc 

tops from the « Hifloncal Memoirs of Dr. Dodd's Life and 
« Writings,” Svo. 1777, which, compiled by one who knew 
him intact in cute, ſeem to have ſuperſeded his projected Lite 
(f any ſuch was really projected) by his brother the Rev. 
Mr. Richard Dodd, and his fricnd Vr. Butler. N. 

Pr. 8 §. Squire, biſhop of that ſee, the Doctor' 5 patron: 3 
with whom he re Ped ſome time at Aberguilly, He did 
In 17 766. D. ; . 5 

"+ The Teat of Valentine Morris, OS late govervor of 


Gra nada, D. | | 
0-6 Rocks 
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Rocks cloarh'd with foreſts, at whoſe feet below;- 'F' 
The river's ſerpentine meanders flow, | 
And vales luxuriant their great boſom ſhow, 

Now in {weer- ſhade along the woods we rove, 
Ten thouſand ſongſters chanting through the grove: 
| Then opens to the fight ſome pleafing view, 
For ever charming, and for ever new. 
Here the old abbey's ruin'd walls appear, 
And Chepſtow's venerable caſtle. there. 
Sweet ſpot ! enraptur'd o'er thee could I rove 
Whole days and wecks with poetry and love; 
Each ſeat, each proſpe& would I give to fame, 
And carve on every beech my fav'rite's name. 
And much of thee, O Morris! would 1 ſing, 
In ſpirit, taſte, and elegance a king! 
No ſervants here with ſneaking meanneſs ſtand, 
To catch the paltry pittance from your hand : 
The generous Lord who clothes them glv es them gain, 
Nor claims your help his menials to maintain. 
The hand which form'd thee, Eden of delight, 
| Levies no tax upon you; for the ſight, 
Free as the maſter, is for all men's view, 
And, at vour call, polite refreſhment too, 
Peace and full pleaſure, Morris, be your meed, 
If any fuller pleafure you can need _ | 4 
Than the fair praifes which vour deeds attend, | 
Calbd by each liſping lip your country's friend E: 0 [lo 

May your example fire! me boſom g'ows, — | 
For fure man's heart no higher pleaſure knows, 
Than chat which from the lame ot bonaſt actions flows. 
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zPIGRAM, BY DR. » 0 D D;. 


OCCASIONED' BY READING A- MERELY 
DESCRIPTIVE 3 CALLED BARHAM-DOWNS . 


E Mufes, what a noſegay of fine words | 8 
Long lawns, and leafy trees, and warbling birds, 
Pinks, panſies, violets, purling rills and . ö 
Genii and Dryads, demi-gods and doves.— | 
Then with what art the liquid numbers flow, 
Like trickling fountains, gurgling as they go, 
| Then how each rhyme nods-aptly at his brother, 
And every letter linketh with each other! ” 
do loft, fo ſmooth, that, like the poet, we 
Ne er dream of meaning *midſt ſuch melody. 
Proceed, bleſt bard, procecd! and pour along 
Thy pleaſing infipiditv of ſong; _ 
> ſhall Apollo, and his fiſters nine, | 
4 w. reath of popes round thy temples twine. 


EPIGRAM ON TWO LADIES, 


[HO WERE DROWNED WALKING ON THE 
SEA-SHORE. 


Prov ſwelling ſea, - what now can be thy boaſt, 

v whoſe fell floods ſuch barharous dees were done? 
la whoſe curſt waves two Venuſes are loſt ! 
| Two you have taken, though you gave but one. 


* Under this name the writer ſareaſtically laughs at 
F lamham- -Park,” a poem by the late Mc, Fay kes. D. 
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THE MEDICINE 


A TALE—FOR THE LADIES 


BY MR. ** HARRIS O Ny 
M ISS Molly, a ſam'd. toaſt, was fair and Lourg. 
Had wealth and chatme but then ſhe had a tougue! 

From morn to night th” eternal larum run, 

Which often loſt thoſe hearts her eyes had won. 

Sir John was ſmitten, and con feſs'd his flame, 

Sicqnh'd out the uſual time, then wed the dame : 

Polleſs'd, he thought, of every joy of life, 

But his dear Molly prov'd a very wife. 

Exceſs of fondneſs did in time decline, 

Madam lov'd money, and the Knight lov'd wine, 

From whence ſome petty ditcord would arife, 

As, © You're a fool; —and © You are mighty wiſe!” 
Though he and all the world allow'd hier wit, 

Her voice was ſhrill, and rather loud than ſwrer. 

When ſhe began — for hat and ſword he'd call, 

Then, after a faint Kiſs — cry, “ Bye, dear Moll: 


* That this Tale was firſt printed in the ſecond number 9: 
„ The Fatler,” is well known.—lt is now, for the firſt tin 
aſcribed to its proper author, on the authority ot Dr. Wart? 
who received his information from Dr. Young, the intime 
friend of Harriſon; of whom I have given an avcovnh 
vol. IV. p. 180. to which I have only to add, that he te 
ceived the early rudiments of his education at Winchete 
College. N. | . | 
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Supper and friends expeCt me at the Roſe.— 

And what, Sir John, vou 'il get your ufual doſe ! 

Go, ſtink of ſmoak, and guzzle naſtv wine; 

Sure, never virruous love was us'd like mine!“ 
Ott, as the watchful bellman march'd his round, 

A: a freth bottle gay Sir John he found. 

B+ four the Knight would ger his buſineſs done, 

And onlv then reel'd off — becauſe alone; 

Full well he knew the dreadful ſtorm to come, | 

But, arm'd with Bourdeaux, he durſt venture home. 
My lady with her tongue was ſtill prepar'd, 

She rattled loud, and he impatient heard: 

«Tis a fine hour, in a ſweet pickle made! 

And _ Sir John, is every day the trade. 

Here I tt moping all the Iive-long night, 

Devour' d with {pleen, and ſtranger to delight; 
Till morn ſends ſtaggering home a drunken beaſt, 

Reſolv'd to break my heart, as well as reſt.” 
5 Hey ! hoop! d' ye hear wy damn'd obſtreperous 

ipoute ! | 

What, can't vou find one bed hone the houſe ! 

Will that perpetual clack lie never ſtill? 

That rival to the foftneſs of a mill! 

dome couch and diſtant room muſt be my choice, 

Where I may ſleep uncurs'd with wife and noiſe.” 
Long this uncomfortable life they led, 

With ſnarling meals, and each a ſeparate bed, 

To an old uncle oft ſhe would complain, 

Beg his advice, and ſcarce from tears refrain. 

Oid Wiſewood {moak'd the matter as it was, 

4: Checr up,” cry'd he, “ and ] remove the cauſe. 
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A wondrous ſpring within my garden flows. 
Olf ſorereign virtue, chiefly to compoſe * 
* Domeſtic jars, and matrimonial ſtrife, 
The beſt elixic t' appeaſe man and wife; 
Strange are th' effects, the qualities divine, 
Tis water call'd, but worth its weight in wine. 

If ta his ſullen airs Str John would come, 
Three ſpoonfuls take, hold in your mourh—then mum: 
Smile and look pleas'd when he ſhall rage and ſcold, 
Still in your mouth the healing cordial hold; 
One month this ſympathetic medicine try'd, 
He Il grow a lover, you a happy bride. _ 
But, deareſt niece, keep this grand ſecret cloſe, 
Or every prattling huſſy Il beg a doſe.” 

A water-bottle 's brought for her relief, 

Not Nantes could ſooner eaſe the lady's grief: 
Her buſy thoughts are on the trial bent, 
And, female-like, impatient for th' event! 

The hoozy Knight reels home excre: ling clear, 
Pre par'd for clamour and domeſtic war. 

Emering, he cries, Hey ! where 's our thunder fed! 
No Wide REY ! Betty, is your lady dead!“ : 
Madam, aſide, an ample mouthful takes, 
Curtſeys, looks kind, but not a word ſhe ſpeaks: 
Wondering, he ſtar'd, ſcarcely his eves believ'd, 
But fourd his ears agretably deceiv'd, 
«© Why, how now, Molly, what 's the crotchet now!“ 
She ſies. and aunfwers oy with a bow, 5 
Then caſing her about — ** Why, let me die! 
Theſe nig lite \uthes, BIO. !, beccme ther mighnly !” 

5 Wi ja 
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Wich that he Ggh'd, her hand began to preſs, 
And Betty calls, her lady to undreſs. 
« Nay, kiſs me, Molly,—tor 1'm much inclin'd.“ 
Her lace ſhe cuts, to take him in the mind. 
Thus the fond pair to bed enamour'd went, 

The lady pleas'd, and the g good knight content. 
For many days theſe fond endearments paſs de. 
The reconciling bottle fails at laſt ; ns 
'Twas us'd, and gone — then midnight ſtorms aroſe, 

And looks and words the union diſcompoſe. 

Her coach is order'd, and poſt-haſte the flies, 

To beg dear uncle-for ſome-freſh ſupplies z 

Tranſported does the ſtrange effects relate, 

Her Knight's converſion, and her happy ſtate ! 
„Why, niece,” ſavs he“ I priythee apprehend | 

The water 's water—be thyſclf thy friend; 

Such beauty would the coldeſt huſband mn 

But your provoking tongue undoes the charm; 

Be ſilent, and complying - you'll ſoon find, 

Sir John, without a | medicine, will be kind *. „ 


*The ſubject of this poem,“ ſays the author of The 
Tatler, © being matter very uſeful for families, deſerves to 
de conſidered and made public. The turn the poet gives 
„at, is very happy; but the foundation is from a real acei- . 
8 dent which * my W —_— 
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ro KING WILLIAM THE THIRD, 
IN IMITATION OF HORACE, B. IV. ODE Iv. 
BY SAMUEL conn“, M 2. 


Tun d the lure, and Arair bk 
To play of wars and battles won: 


; or fieges and heroic things; 
Of routed armies, vanquiſh'd kings : 
Till Phœbus, to reprove my care, 
With haſte did to my ſong repair, 
And check'd the trembling ſtrings. 
Deſiſt, he ſaid, nor dare in vain 
Beyond thy peaceful humble train ; 


Nor Tempe; with lender fails the dangers of the main, 
What: 


This writer, who is well known by his «dmijrddl 
Ode, „ The Female Reign,” in the firſt volume of Mr. Dod- 
dey's Collection, p. 69, was aſſiſtant matter of the Grammar- 
ſchool at Chriſt's Hofpital, where he was himſelf educated, and 
was thence elected to Trinity College, Cambridge, and took the 
degree of M. A. in that univerſity. He died at London in the 
year 71 'F and was buried in the cloyſters of Chrilt's Hoſpital, 
Jacob ſays, (he was a man gf tound learning, ready wit, and 
good humour; and his © Obſervations on Virgil ſhew that 
« he was well acquainted with that Poet.“ He publiſhet 
in 1707 „A Collection of Poems on Several Occaſions wit 
„ Imitations from Horace, Ovid, Martial, Theocritus, Ba- 
« clylides, Anacreon, and others. To which is pee 


& * Difcourte on Criticitn, and the Liberty of Writing, © 
66 Way 
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Mhat age, O William, ever equal'd thine? | 
Bv thee the world is happy made, ws 

Whether it fly for refuge to thy ſhade, 
Oi ſeek the bleſſings of thy glorious ſhine, 
The healthy farmer walks around 

THY extended acres of his ground, 

With pleaſure and d to lee. 
Ti 11s with vellow plenty Crown d, 

And blefſes Heaven and thee. 
Under thy calm auſpicious reign 
The careful merchant dreads no more 
ech malice, but ſecurely ploughs the main 
Jo fartheſt China or the weſtern ſhore. 5 
1 ne (ea itſelt, thy empire, now 
Uncurls ids rough tempeſtuous brow: | 
Now every face begins to ſhine, 
Ani every heart where anger du elt 
Docs now into compaſſion welt, 

Tauglu gem leneſs by chine. 


"1 


„a of 1 Tr to a Friend;” la thels here printed are 
TH, He trantlated the third and part of the fourth book 
i Rowe's edition of the“ Callipædia;“ and aſſiſted Mr. Ozell 
n the trantlation of Boileau's “ Lutrin.” His other known. 
proguctions are, I, © The Miller's Tale, from Chavcer, in- 
1 hs to Nacholas Rowe, Etq.” 2. A tranſlation of the 
«Muſe pula; 3. © The Oak and the Briar, a Tale.*'— It 
may be worth Mr. Dodiley's attention, in reprinting his ex- 
cellent Colle ion, to adopt the copy of © The Female Reign“ 
wiich appeared in Gent; Mag. 17 53, p. 28a, with alterations 
> Dr. Watts, w ho thought it © the trueſt and beſt Pindanic 


ie had ever. read.” N. 
Neid in 5 
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Naſſovian hero ! under thee 
All, but licentiouſneſs, is free. 
Profaneneſs, and che ſpreading train 
Of numerous vices, you reſtrain; 
Lou curb th' exceſſes of the land 
By your example and command, 

And call back ancient arts again; 

Arts, which, in hardy.Edgar's days, 

Advanc'd the lofty Britiſh name, 

Extending his dominions, and his praiſe, 
O'er the Virginian “ and the German ſeas. 
Till, under thee, Imperial. England's fame 
Is to remoteſt ſhores and iſlands ſpread 
From che ſun's rifing to his weſtern WY 
No civil diſcord ſhall create 
"Diviſions, and embroil the ſtate, 
Do yars in Europe ſhall prevail, 

While the Britannic Cæſar holds the ſcale, 

And moderates her fate. 
No wrath nor hatred ſhall appear, 
Which forms the gun, and points the ſpears 
To which unhappy nations owe 

Thcir enmity and overthrow. _ 

Great arbitrator of the world, Naſſau! 
Whoſe bold preſumption dares cranſgreſs 
Thy fabhſh'd articles of peace, 

Or diſobey thy law ? 


* Thos the printed copy. Bot it is Jiſſeute t to conceint 
*how any arts could extend Edgar's dominions or penile 00 
the Virginian nu —_ 5 * Tis 
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The Turkiſh and Venetian power, 
With thoſe who dwell nigh Danow's ſounding ſhore, 
Or Ruſſian Moſcow, or the German Rhine, 

Thy friendſhip court, thy aid implore 
To carry on ſome great deſign: 
And for a peace, or for a truce, 
Thy prudent mediation chuſe, 
And in confederacy join. 


For thy important reign, and length of years, | 
All temples echo with our prayers. 
For thee the comely Britiſh dame 
Solicits Heaven with lifted eyes, 
For thee, her tender hopes, implores the kies, 
And with imperfect ſpeech liſps the Naſſovian name. 
While we above a common flight will ſoar, 
And in loud numbers =—_ 
Numbers unheard of and unknown before, 
Who for their country's cauſe, like Grafton“ fell, 
Or bled, like Talmaſh +, on the Gallic ſhore. 
Thus will we ſing, thus ſhall our meaſures flow, 
Join'd with the ſkilful harmony of Blow f. 
Thus o'er a glaſs of generous Wine, 
From the Burgundian fetch'd, or Florentine, 
In never-dying verſe we ?ll trace 
The glories of the Britiſh race, [to thine. 
And iing each god-like hero's ats, from Brutus down 


Find dike of, killed before Corke, 1690. D. 
MW? [his cencral was killed in Camaret bay, ncar B: reft, D. 
Wy * Doctor of 3 a famous comroſer. D. | 
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PINDARIC ODE®, BY MR. COBB, 


IE Muſe, who Dh. the Theban ſwan 
To ſtretch his filver wings, and loar 
Where vulgar pinions never can, . 
In regions of the ſky, unknown beforer © i 
She, queen of numbers, who could raiſe 
Tue voice of Prior to a pitch ſo high 1, 
As might with envied Cowley vie, 555 
When liſtening to his lays, 
id ſmiling Janus bleſt the new- -born century ; 
Now from her airy bower deſcends, 
(Tot always the companion of the great) 
To honuur things of meaner fate, 
And coo my ſong attentive bends. 
As Cytherea's feign'd to fly = 
; From amorous Gods, and leave the ky, 
Jo bleſs Wh a divine embrace 
Some fabburite of mortal race, 
And there diſeloſe the luſtre of her ey e, 
And cach ambrofial grace. 


She acts me with a v ice, that would excel 
Th' Orphan, could the golden lyre 
And charming tongue again conſpire _ 
To vinlicate Eurydice from Hell „ ö * 
Lo! from this abjekt Earth ſhe Teems tO bear 4 
Me, throu? a untrodden air, 


% * 


* . vy the Sucre; on of S, ain, the wars in te 
North, vid the junctu re of affairs in 1700, 13 * ill, III. C. 
+ Carmen Scculare. C. 
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Like Virgil's Fame, ſhe flies 
Oer tracts of ſea, and ſpacious land, 
Where-e'er Naſſovian arms command,“ | 

Her foot upon the ground, her head above the ſkies, 

There views the deſert zther round; a place 
* here nothing lives, the blue, expanded ſ pace; 

There ſces the ſtars, which rule the night, 
Which in the ſky, like a republic, ſway 

Wich ſcatter'd and imperfect light, 

Whoſe beams more happily unite 

In the great monarch of the day. 


Not all the rolling lamps above will dare 
With the Pherbean to compare. 7 
Nor can th' united wit of man below, 
Wich all his fondneſs and pretence 
To buſineſs, management, and ſenſe, 
Such univerſal rays beſtow 
As the Naftovian influence. 
Whether he leave his native ſear, 
To warm us with his Kindly heat: 
Or if he pleaſe to lift the dart, 
And take religion's injur'd part, 
Like that voung God he flies, by Homer ſung, 
Deſcending from Olympus, to the aid | 
Of the wrong'd prieſt *, andwraviſh'd maid +, 
When the vindiftive quiver on his ſhoulders hung, 
And from his filver bow the poiſon'd ar row rung. 
fond Agamemnon ! to provoke 
Apoilo's peltilential ſtroke. 


» Chryfes, D. + Chryſeis. D. 
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W hat heroes, through thy paſſion lain, 
© thee in Stvglan groves complain! 
| of thee, whoſe blinded luſt could dare 
The pious virgin to detain, 
Aud combat againſt 1 innocence and pray er! 


Wrongs to revenge, and ſuccour the diftreſs'd, 
Viliam was always nigh, b 

Art the foft warring of a ſigh, 

To :thoutand ills <xpos'd his valiant breaſt, 

Oppretiion embed at his fight, 

And funk into the womb of night, 

Too impotent to bear fo great a light, 

S on as that H dra, Faction, roſe, | 
She ſaw, and ſtagger'd at his daxzling ſhine, 
Nor dur her multiplving heads oppoſe 

> I-0: inn ſo divine. | 
For Wiiliam, if his counſel fails, 
Sha: es but his thunder, and prevails. 
It on we Gallic or the Northern ſhore, 
From oaken walls his cannons roar, 
Te frig..ts the bold, preſumptuous crew, 
As ancient Jove is ſaid to do, 
When tie bu: l'd Typhon from th' affected ies 
5 O betiow under Etna; where, © 

with the marks ot heavenly wrath, he fries 
11 3 rolling fu pur, and whene' er 
Ie thitts bis tnawny fide below, 
| Above he ſhakes th' eternal ſnow, 

Still cager to Fenew his aucient War, 
Still to retort new mountains at the I hunderer. 
In val he toffes fire, in vain 
He bitcs Lis adamantine chain, 


PIN DAR IC ODE, 245 


Struggles with Heaven's decree, and ev erlaſting pain : 
Juſt penance! for che wretch who date 
War againſt the Gods declare. 
Though to the vulgar this a fable ſcem, 
Or ſome poetic, idle dream; 
Dorſet, ſagacious Halifax, and thoſe 
To whom the Muſe her ſecrets does betray, 
hom the inttructs in her myſterious way, 

This dark enigma can diſcloſe; 

And with Lyncean eye, [ deſcrv. 
Conceal'd to meaner fight, the depth of this vatt firea un 
la Typhon they bchold the fall | 
Of the vain Rufhan, and ambitious Gaul. 

This th' unhewn Muſcorite can tell, 
Who, firuck with Swediſh ligluning, fen 
Down from his airy ſtecp, to prove 
Ten thouſand giants are no odds to Tore. 
Inperious Death on that triumphant davy 
How didſt thou feaſt! how riot on the prey ! 
When Charles + like a Guſtavus 1 roſe, 

Ard through arm'd myriacs of lus tocs 

Naow'd his victortaus was. 

Let Narva tell, how many lea. ucs the lain 

Lay diſmember'd on the plain; : 4 
Tell, how her waters bluſh'd wi: h an inglorious ſtain. 


Nor ſtops the Northern worthy here, 
-.Swiftly he. urges on his bery carecr. 


® The 0 . a be * dares," or © dared,'d: FEI chymeoppoſe IP. 
1 Charles X XII. K og of Sweden. C. 
1 Adolphus al S S We ed . D. ; | 
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The ſteps of William, and creates new buſineſs for the 


Bring olive to his hands, and laurel to his brow. 


TH apoſtate Saxon quakes, and warlike Polauder. 
So early Charles purfues 2 5 (Mufe, 


Next to godlike William's name, 
| In the eternal Book of Fame, 
Write him, O Clio, and prepare a place 
Among the Heroes of immortal race, 
In V.lour's temple let him ſit | | 
w ih Reman Julius, or our great Plantagener *; 
Let all to the Natlovian name ſubmit. 
All to fuperior greatneſs bow, 


Tell us, who at the twentieth fummer run 
Ihe courſe of fame, when Philip's ſon, 
Wich all his hopes in prophecy, begun? 
Propp'd on his Genius, William leads 
: Fo conqueſt, and heroic deeds, 
Nor oracle, nor omen, necds ; 
Nor armour to defend his breaſt, 
Such as Rome's boaſted father wore, 
Or ſuch as ſtern Pehdes þ bore, 
At the {ca-goddefs's requeſt ; 
Or ſuch ag. to the Britiſh Arthur did belong; 
By whoſe inchanted blaze, in Spenſer's ſong, 
The curſed Paynim-fell; while Saxons mourn 
The deſolation of his flaming Calliburn, 
No: it is lefs than William, to defire 
A magic ſhicld, or ſword, or datt 
At Lemnos forg d in Vulcan's fire, 
Or charm'd by. Merlin's horrid art; 


N70 armour like his cauſe, no weapon like ls heart, 
* IIa) the i * th. D. Ki DN, W gell 
bs ap 
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Whether the princely \ youth oo TRI, 
With Luxembours's expericnc'd age, 
© Or with cool wiſdom temper Conde's HOT 7 - 

No forces could unhinge his miad, * CE. 1% 
No arts his cautious ſteps incloſe, "=, 
Arts, which his generous ſou! declin'd, & 
And pitied in his foes. | 
80 thinly ſpun is human ſleiglit! 
So feeble is Bourbonian wit, 

When aim'd at HeavefP's peculiar favourite! 

Batavia, witueſs how thy hero ff * 

To ſnatch thee, like a flaming brand, 1 

From the fierce rav ager's deſtroying liand, 

The provinces reſeize, thy liberty renew: : 

As a brave eagle, when ſhe finds the neſt "= | 
Robb'd,* where her future heroes us'd to reſt, — 7 
Stays not to mourn, but through the liquid fro | 4 
| Sails with full wing to ſeek her barharous enviny, | 

She does at laſt the greedy vulture ſpy : 
Lodg'd on ſume mountain's top, or lofty tree, 
A helplefs, undefending ſanctoary: 
People below, with wonder and affright, 
Bchold the noble fight.” 
But ihe, who mult Jove's thunder bear, 
| Buffers the daſtard, and redeems the prev, 
And gives lute omens of a better day, 


_ When, ripening to the ſtrength and force 
Of her imperial anceltors, 
She ſhall the ſtruggling dragon dare, | 
Provok'd by „ or the tlurſt of w ar.” ſ air.” 
And lead her triumph o'er the wide dominiens of the 
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Lo! from the well-hatch'd ſeeds of time, what far 
Had regifter'd to be, the months and days 


Leap forth in all their decency, and rays, 


| Miraculouſly bright and great, 
And all the future vears reſerv'd for William's priſe, 
Enough of actions paſt ; now look, 
My Muſe, in thy my ſerious book ; 
Roll o er the next immortal page, 
And view what 's deftin'd for maturer age. 
1 ſee it : vis a vaſt Herculean taſk, 
Which will collected William aſk. 
Dae ſcend, O Clio, and if near the ſtream 
Of father Cam, or Iſis, you delight 
To bleſs the ſacred mow. s dream, 
And ſuccour his auſpicious flight; 
Or with thy voice, or with thy ſtrings, | 
Lament the funeral of kings*; 
| See! a large field lies open to thy view, 
And the whole world is thy purlieu. 
Whether the Eaft-rn Iflands you behold, 
Or Weſtern Mexico, or rich Peru, 
(The fertile womb of fatal gold) Ine 


All mourning for the monarch loſt, and fearing tor ws 


We call him happy who is doom'd to wear 
A diadem beſieg d with care; | 
Miſtaken notion! not to know 

What thorns on crowns and ſceptres grow, 


The ſplendid ornaments of pompous Woe, 


* Alluding to the de ath of Charles IL King of 5s: n. C 
4 


+ Duke of Anjou, C. 
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15 it for this, perfidious Bourbon's pride 
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Would ter infulted nations ride, 
And ſail to empire through a fanguine tide? © 
For this ſo many leagues he breaks, 
: For this ſo many widows makes; 
For this fo oft the virgin ſighs, 
So oft his iron hand has wrung 
Tears from the humble ſhepherd's eyes, 
And curſes from his tongue. 
Beauteous Theria ! once a potent ſtate, 
Magnificent and fortunate ! | 
With thy own Indies thou art ſold, 
And wilt, I fear, repent, as Midas did of old, 
Thy thirſt and avarice of gold. „ 
How often wilt thou wiſh in vain 
For the grim Moor, the Suevian, or Alane, 
The Vandal or the Goth, a milder reign? | 
Ther, like a torrent, pouring from a hill, 
And boiſterous as the North, from whence oy came, 
Rarage thy lands, and all thy countries fill 
With flaughter, and depopulating flame. | 
Th' intriguing Gaul, like a diſſembling ſea, 
Whole ſmiling waters ſteal below the ground, 
Eats under the foundation to betray, 
Taught thro' the weaken'd earth to work its way, 
And with a burſting quake the tottering dan confound. 


For this Europa, like a ſacrifice, 
The {word juſt lifted, on the altar lies; 
Hark! how the knocks her lov ely brealt, and wounds 
the ſuffering ſkies! | 


Like 
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Like that Phoenician dame, 
8 From whence the drew her name, 
, When the laſcivious and Impoſtor-God 


Laid down his heavenly arms, and that commanding nol 
Wich which he rules the powers abcve, | 
Degradiog his divinity for love; 
When on his milky ſhoulders through * ſea 
He bore his beautcous, panting prey. 
In vain on the Sidonian ſtrand 
Her fellow. virgins weeping ſtand ; 1 
In vain to th” ĩnattentive- ky 
Europa lifts her ſnowy hand, pe 

And calls on Jove, but thinks not Jove ſo nigb. 

* With the falſe waves the traiterous winds conſpire | 
Againſt th' afflicted Fair, 
To pratify th immortal thiet's defire, 

And blow each gentle ſigh away, and each engaging 
But, O Europa, now forget to fear, l[prazel 
For, in his own majeſtic ſhape, £ 
Behold thy better Jupiter appear, 

Not to beguile thee to a rape, 
But fave thee from the raviſher. 


» 


That Gallic pride, which many vears hath ſiroxe 
To ſatisfy his: large, inſatiate love, 
Still, like the fabled heavenly luſt of old, 
_ Try'd all his ſtrength, and all his chaims, 
To graſp the virgin to his arms. 
Ve ſhook his thunder, and he rain'd his gold, 
Tull hong departed Juſtice came below, 


With awctul ſtep ſhe march. d, and dreadful to beho! 
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Like the German, ſtern and bold, 

Her vengeance certain, though her motion flow, 
Lead on, Aſtræa, thy triumphant way, ' 
And to th' affrighted world diſplay 

Aloft thy bloody banner, to chaſtiſe 
Succeſsful rapine and abſolve the ſkies. 
Down from the Alpine hills her armies pour, 
Eridanus is with amazement ſtruck, 
And wonders why the mountain ſhook. 
Convulſions never felt before, e 
Such thunder never heard to roar, 
Since Phaeton fell headlong from the ſky 
She now no ſecond fail can fear, 
But thinks the God himſelf is nigh, 
ö hen ſhe beholds his eagle there. 


| Let wiſe Impiety be dumb, 
Like her own thoughtleſs Deity become, 
Which neither rule nor order keeps, | 
But in eternal eaſe ſupinely ſleeps. 
Madneſs ! behold God's ſtrange myſterious wav, 
How ſure his arrows fly, no random play; 
do lingeting is his wrath ! fo fatal his delay! 
To raile the weak, and mortify the proud, 
See marching from afar 
Its miniſters of wrath, a formidable crowd, 
Wich all the horrid clang of a tumultuous war, 
Fierce as his lightning, as his thunder loud; 
Loud as the water-falls of Nile, 
When they with mighty flow 
Roll from ſome Ethiopian hill, 
And drown or deafen al! below. 
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25 MISCELLANY POEMS. 
When Savoy's Eugene and his fortunes lead the way, 
O lraly, how frail is thy pretence 
Of Nature's ſtrong and rocky fence ! tip. 
In vain thy rivers ſwell, in vain thy Alps obſtrut his 
When he of old to victory was flown, 
The moon of Ottoman began to wane, 
The leſſer ſtars grew pale, which fill'd her eaſtem 
Nor does the Turkiſh majeſty alone „ 
Bow to his aweful name, | h 
But onward marching, his triumphant fame 
Knocks at Verſailles, and ſhakes the Celti 10 throne: 


Where purple cruelty. in haughty ſtate, 
Prefides, tyrannicalle great; 
Moves arbitrary in his orb of light, 
Iill, urg'd be the decrees of Fate, 
From his liz! ſolſtice in his fulleſt blaze, 
He takes his ignominious flight, 
Rolls back ward his diminiſh'd ravs, 
And in ſucceeding darkneſs ends the glory of his dap, 
Vet ſlcep not, Albion; for, with armed hand 
And watchful eyes, thy foes around tice ſtand. 
Nay, thy on ſons, with thy beſt blethngs fed, 
Conſpitc agaiuſt thy facred head, Ds | 
To «4r:ce thice to the laſt extreme ;_ - 
Wie thiew black malice, and ungrateful wit, 
Does like the Augur's razor {eem, | 
Which cut the hone that ſharpeo'4 it. 
But Heuaven has nodded with a firm content 
Jo vuard tun illaad from her cruc! tous, 
An\ al} tir frunlels treachery prevent, 


Who. dar: with force, or golden aims oppoſe 
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To STEPHEN HARVEY, ESQ. BY MR. COBB. 
1x IMITATION OF HORACE, B. I. ODE 111. 
AE man, whom once the ſmiling Muſe 
Has rouriſh'd with Caſtalian dews, 
Soon as he makes life's firſt eliay, 
New to the world, and ſtranger to the day, 
Mutt bid a long farewel to all 
Which happineſs by irony we call. 
Not ſhall he to the Indies roam 
Nor buſtle in the Change at home: 
Nor ſhall he eminent appear 
la Chancery or Weſtminſter; 
Unlels, like Harvey, he can join 
The ſmoother labouts of the Nine 
With the rough ſtudy of the bar. 
* Unſkill'd to guide the foaming ſteed, 
To curb his rage, or rule his ſpeed, 
When his wing d heet> ical ce print the place, 
He ſhall not rival in his race 
ne fly ing courſers of Newmarket breed. 
Him neither clathing arms nor camps ſhall pleaſe, 
The Muſes court retirement and ſoft eaſe) 
No ſlaughtering weapon thail he wield, 
In bloody wars no honour gain, 
or climb the P\reneans of the ſlain 
In the difcolour'd field, 
an'd Hochſted, or Ramillia's fatal plain 
known for Bavaria's ſecond fall, 
Ani the ſwift fliglit of the defeated Gaul, 
oo impotent in hopes to graſp the univer{al ball. 


Nor 


1 


5 (Old Ocean from tvrannic fleets to free) 
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Nor ſhall he for Vigovian ſpoils, 
Or more renown'd Brabantine toils, 
On a thankſgiving day repair 
To Paulin a triumphant coach ; 
| Nor amidſt thundering ſhouts, which wound the air, | 
Make his magnificent approach: | 
Nor. ſhall he ſhine in ——_ | 
In annals or in poetry, : 
Becauſe near Barcino, or Calpe's more, 


From raſh Thoulouſe's“ hand he tore 
The trident of the ſea. 


To bind the poet's peaceful brows 
New laurel in the foreſt grows, 
If nigh the banks of murmuring Thames 
(Rival! in praiſe with Heliconian ſtreams) 
In Mantuan numbers he excel, 
| Or like Mzonides, deſcribe campaigns, 
Or, ſkilful in Pindaric ſtrains, 
Strike the melodious ſhell. 
O Muſe, ſweet empreſs of the ly re ! 
If thou exalt my choſen name 
Among the foremoſt in the liſt of fame, 
And Harvey, great and good, inſpire; _ 
Auguſta's ſons ſhall deign to place e 
Vour votary among the tuneful race, [ deface, 
| Whote verſe no teeth of time, nor ſnarling envy, ſhall 
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„ Count de, defeated by Sir George Rooke, 1704, much 4 
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as D'Orvilliers was by Admiral Keppc!, 1778. D. 
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LOVE AND MUSICK, AN ODE, 


FOR THE ENTERTAINMENT oF THE. 
MUSICAL CLUB IN CAMBRIDGE, 1700. 


B X M x. COBB. 
A 
To VENUS. 


NOME, Ga from thy Paphian bower, 
Bring every, grace, and every fmile, | 
To favour the Britannic iſle, . 

And liſten while we celebrate bby power. a 
Upon the dewy ground, | 

With flowery garlands crown'd, 

Thy tweet Adonis lays his head, 

With bluſhing roſes round him ſpread, 
And opening Iles for his bed. 5 


Hark ! he calls in muſich $ voice: 
Wich amorous talk the prattling firings 
Refound, and thy Adonis'fings, 


While the loud trumpet s ſprightly noiſe AA 


Calls the briſk violin, and ſoft flute, 
And manly viol to difpute 15 
The conqueſt, and with triumph gains the cauſe, 


| CHO R v 8. 
, Come, Cy therea, come, we all agree, 
That Love and Mulick make the world' $ ſweet harmony. 
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256 MISCELLANY POEMS. 
Prolific Queen ! from Heaven deſcend, 
Mount thy gay chariot drawn by milky doves, 
Wich all thy little troop of Loves, 
Which fill thy train, thy court attend, 
She comes ! ſhe comes ! prepare the glorious way 
| With muſic, and ſalute the day. 
Her wanton ſparrows firſt appear, 
And celebrate the neu- horn | year, | 
The lark repeats her lofty ſong ; 
And, ſtretching out her mounting wings, 
By wearv ſteps to Heaven ſhe ſprings, | 
And ſtrikes i it with her tongue. 
While the ſhrill linnet tunes her filver throat, 
And Philomel inſtructs her warbling * 
Wirth melancholy note. 


Venus obeys the ſignal ſound: 


She views the ſunny hills around, 
And from the ky deſcends to bleſs the pregnant ground, 
The groves erect their branchy heads; 
And, when new liquid life ſhe (pours, 
The healing plants and fragrant flowers 
Riſe from their humid beds. 
Numidian lions feel her gentle power; 
And, ſoften'd into tenderneſs and love, 
Lay down their fierceneſs, and forget to roar, 
| When o'er the howling wilderneſs they rove, 
To ſcek their tawny paramour ; 

Th' untroubled ocean flows 

With a ſerener tide; 
Tritons above the waves, emergent, ride, 
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And each his rattling coral blows. 
Come, Goddeſo, and exert thy rei; gn; 
At thy approach large Phocæ play, 
| submitting to thy eaſy ſway; 

And all the ſcaly people of the main, 
Thee, ſca-born Queen, obey. 


Lore like a ſubtle poiſon creep: : 
On man, and there his empire keeps. 
Rite, Anthony, repair thy ruin'd fame, 
And waken to a nobler flame. 
The trumpet calls thee, and the drum. 
Rattles ; Octavius and the Romans come, 
To find a ſecond Actium. Ls 
Lo! rous'd from his deep lethargy, 
Homd 1 in ſteel the hero ſhines afar, 
| Like Mars, when ruſhing to the wars 
But Venus {miles to ſee. | 
By Venus taught, th' Egyptian queen prepares 
Softer Mufick, tender airs. 
Delig glited Cupids clap their wings, 
And temper all the magic ſtrings. 
Down, down the melting lover lies, 
Luil'd in th' enchanting forcereſs's arms; 
Ile feels the witchcraft of her eyes, 
And true Repu ch. arms. 


What cannot Love and Muſick do? 

Love ſent the Thracian bard down to the ſhades below, 

When to his lute the ſavages he drew, 
Ne rapid rivers ceas d to flow. 


VII | 3 Thrice 


258 MISCELLANY POEMS. 


Thrice Eurvdice he cried : 

Hell thrice Eurydice . | 
Then on the ſteep inſuperable- hill 

The ſtone of Siſyphus Rood ſtill, 

And Muſick ſlopp'd the running wheel. 

He ung, and play'd; 

The Stygian Powers obey'd. 

And from the pale infernal throng 
Strait to his arms reſtor'd the beauteous ſhade, 
So niphty was his love! ſo wondrous was his ſong! 


8p ALM CI. PARAPHRASED. BY MR. COBB, 
f GG ot, my ſoul, and blefſing give 


To God alone, by whom we live ; 
To God, whoſe mercy did i impart 
New health and vigour to my heart. 
Nor ceaſe, my ſprightly blood, to thow | 
lis love, who tauglit you how to flow; 
Who rais'd me from diſcale and ſin, 
[rom ills without, and ills within. 
Tutit had they plung'd me to the grave; 
But theſe he cur'd, and thoſe forgave. 
H:s melting pity, tender grace, 
Inke a bright dradem's embrace, 
Blvd round my head, and liphten'd in my face, 1 
Thou, Lord, art infinitely good, 
1 hou, like an eagle' Sy haſt hes | 
Mu youth ; and, Ike an eagle, 1 
VU mount, and tell thy praiſes n the ky. 
5 | Te 
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Tell how nor Death, nor Hell's more dreadful ſtings, 
Can ſhake a ſoul o'erſhadow'd with thy ſaving * 
Tell how Egyptian Lords in vain 
Wich iron hands preſume to reign ; 
When, for their tyranny and wrong, 
Billows on crowding billows throng, 
And whelm the haughty hoſt in tio Erythrean main, 
This Moſes ſaw, when on the farther ſtrand 
He wav'd aloft the mighty wand, _ 
And th' amazed ſca his ancient ſtrength regain d. 
O wonders of inſuperable height! 
Above the ſtretch of Reaſon ! ſhown 
To Jacob's moody race alone: 
Unfathomable depth of mercy infinite! 
So ſtrong the rivers of his goodnets flow! 
So ſwift his love 1 his wrath fo flow ! 
Which, if it chance to fell, and riſe - 
To meet our crimes, which dare the ſkies; 
His pity then begins to chide 
lis rage, and calm the rapid tide. 
His cruſhing thunder, which might juſtly flay, 
I on!y ſhaken at unmindful clay. 
And to lay down fo oft the lifted rod 
dpeaks the Lind tather, and forbearing God. 
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Thy mercy, Lord, from fin has ſet us free ; 
As fartheſt eaſt is from the weſtern ſea, 

1 So diſtant are our erimes from us and thee. 
Though we, through weakneſs, every hour 
Like idle, heediefs childien, fall, 

Thou, like a father, ſpareft all | 
w ho love thy goudnels, and who fear thy power, 15 
Thou knoweſt whence we came; 
How brittle duſt compos'd our frame: 

Like vetlels in the potter's hand, 
Too prone to break! too weak to Rand f 


Can Nature's dreſs appear more gay 
Than in her darling flowery May? 
Vet muſt thoſe Qort-liv' d honours of the nield 
To the rude North their beauty 1 vield; 
5 Or to the cruel ſcythe become a prey! 
Such are gur days, an empty ſhade : 
' Death ſtalks behind us, to deride 
Our noiſy vanity ard prides. 
W hich fail'd like! lilies, and like them decay'd, 
Nothing i is lure and permanent below, 
Corruption reignus within us as we grow. 
Thou only, glorious Father, ere the world begun, 
Wert, and ſhall be tor ever when all worlds are done; 
When Time 's no more, then ſhall thy bleſſed ſaints 
Be rank'd among the bright inhabitants. 
They with their children's chiidren then ſha!l ice 
A long ſucceſſion of poſterity ; 
. Who practis od wine thy prophers taught, 
"Sincere in word, and pure in thought. 


The 
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They with repenting finners ſhall thy mercies fie 


High ſupereminent in Heaven, the throne 
Of God is fix'd : he reigns alone. 
All things above us, and below, obey 
His juſt, his good, his univerſal way: © | 
While the proud lords of this round mole-hill here 
labe emmets in his ſight appear, 
Mere royal worms, and gilded clay. 
biaiſe him, ve holy angels, who excel _ 
In frength, or Michael, or Ithuricl, 
Or Gabricl ; bleit names! who fly 
At his command from every corner of the ky; 
Whoſe high examples teach us to fulfill 
His word, and execute his will. 


His name let every creature bleſs, 
Ai :hings in air, earth, ſea, their gratitude expreſs, 
And thou, my foul, thy pious offering bring 
To Gol, the wife, the gracious king, 
Who lite to thee, and being gave, 
Vho now has ſnatch'd thee from the grave, 
And taught thee whom to praiſe, and how to ſing. 


18 


A= a poor wretch, by tempeſts toſt, 
His veſſel wreck'd, and venture loſt, 
With feeble arms contends in vain, 

. the ſurges of the main: 


And j joys, \ wluch never can be told, and nev er can be 28 | 
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Then, caſting round him his deſpairing eyes, 
Sees nothing but high ſeas, and lowering ſkies, 
The billows roll above, and plunge him as they riſe: 

So, like the waves, my crimes oppreſs me down; 
So ſhall I ſink, and ſo ſhall drown, _ | 

| Valeſs my voice reach thy attentive ears, 

Voleſs, great God, thou free me from my fears, 
 Whelm'd in th' abyis of fin, and drown 4 in tears. 


Lord ! mould ſt thou act a judge s part, 
And at thy laſt tribunal ſtand, 
ich all thy thunder in thy hand, 
To tcarch the ſecrets of the heart 
(As nothing 's hid from thy all- ſeeing eye); 
Should'ſt thou our inmoſt actions try, 
Our lurking holes of wicked thoughts, 
Our frailties, and our wilful faults ; 
Who could the ſcrutiny abide 2. 
Who could be ſav'd? who juſtified 2 
Pu: thou art mercy, thou art prone to ſpare, 
And ſhew a tender father's care. | 
Nor wilt our evil deeds expoſe; _ 
But wink at theſe, and pardon thoſe. 
For this thy name each day and night we in raiſe 
With heart and voice; and, as we rightly ſhould, 
Fpreſs our reverence and gratitude ; 
Ana never ceaſe to pray, and never ceaſe to \ praiſe. 


Nor ſo in camps the centiael oppref,d 

With watching, and with want of reſt, 
Mears out, inpatient, the long lee plels night 
os „lues lor the morning light: 
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As thy ſalvation to obtain, 
I watch, O Lord; nor watch in vain. 
To thy tried mercy and repeated grace, 
Bold on the wings of faith I fly, 
And on thy promiles rely 
Made tv thy cholen race. 
O Jacob's rage, no more deſpair, 
But truſt in God with faith and prayer. 
His bounteous mercy will impart | 
Remiſlion to thy fins, and comfort to thy heart. 
Yet think not that his mercy is contin' d 
To Jacob's ſeed alone of all mankind. 
__ Wherc'er his true believers dwell, 
They are his portion, his lov'd Ifrael. 
| Thoſe and you he fhall redeem, - 
And though our crimes would drain the fount tan are, 
Vet (till that unexhauſted ſtteam | 
Flows, and will flow for e ever with a freſh ſopply. 
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E. pleſt 1 Who d vel] 
225 Above ſthi' expanded arts I pace. ö 
ve beings of celeſtia! race, 
Begin the noble ſong, and God's juſt praiſes ell, 
Thoſe bletled powers I mean, wick {aciey !nvs 
Are ver dedicated to his i)! aiſe; | 
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264 MISCELLANY POEMS, 
Who his eternal majeſty proclaim, _ 
And never ceaſe to glorify his name. 
- Profs him, re lamps of heaven, ye glitter ing ſtars; 
And you, O ſun and moon, unwearied travellers : : 
Wherever round the world you go, 
| | Whatever clime you viſit here below, 
| His worthy praiſes ſing, his noble wonders ſhow, 
Ceaſe not, ve Heaven of heavens ; nor thou, 
O heavenly ocean beſide, _ Sea 
Where never winds did in their rattling coaches ride, 
Or diſcompoſe thy watery brow; 
Where never raging ſtorms did roar; 
Where never mariners did cut their way, 
Except the bleſſed mariners, ther, e 
Who through thts ſea are wafted to their heax way ſtore, 
Praiſe him, ye ſeas; and as you roll along 
Tune all your waters with a gratetul long: 
Never, 0 never ſilent be; | 
But let poſterity his wonders heat, _ 
His afts to late polterity declare, | 
Ho at his fiat th' undigeſted heap 
From Chaos“ womb began to leap. 
For ever keep my law, ſaid he, 
Firm and unſhaken, ſtand in perfekt unity, 
Nor Fate, nor Time, hal! break th ' unchangeable decree. 


Let earth and all her numerous ius prove 
As full of grati: ude and love, 
As thote ccleſtial creatures are above. 
Whether they ſheep or lions be, 
hien plest on tcuitlul baſtare-lands, | 
5 | Lion 
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Lions and ſheep ſhall in his praiſe agree, 

Cr bowl o'cr Libva's burning ſands: 
Praiſe him, ye fiſhes, which the ocean ſwee p. 
'ich great Leviathan of monſtrous _ 
Who takes his paſtime in the deep, 

| And ſpouts againſt the ſkies. | 


Nor ſhall the liquid world alone n 
His praiſe, but all the regions of the air, 
Where thunders roll, and lichtnings mine, 
Shall 1 in the univerſal chorus join. 
The rattling hail and fleecy ſnow, 
And winds which from each corner blow, 
When with their breath rough fiorms they raiſe 
To exccute his word below, | 
Shall {pcak his wonders, and exalt his praiſe. 
Let joy ful echoes every valley fill, 
And every mountain, every hill ; 
Till the glad found does to the trees repair, 
Till Lebanon's tall cedars hear: | 
Tull the wild beaſts, which round the foreſt rove, 
Become ſerene and tame, 
'Taught by the vocal grove 
In ſmoother trains to praiſe their maker's name. 
Praiſe him, ye birds of an unwearied wing, 
Whether you in the woods delight to ſing, 
Or Alt the air with an harmonious lay; 
To God your grateful notes and harmony repay. 


Nor you, O kings and princes, ccaſe to ſing : 
Yo preat Vice-Gods of this terreſtrial ball, 
Do you * humble tribute bong 
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To God the univerſal king, 
The father and acknowledg'd Lord of all. 

Him let all nations and all people praiſe, 
From whence the ſun begins the morning race, 
Till down he drives his chariot in the weſtern ſeas. 

Him ler all human-kind adore ; 
The blooming youth, and lovely maid, 
And hoary age, by time decay'd, 
And helpleſs infancy, expreſs his power. 
Thus his dear ſaints ſhall ſpend their night and ay; 
Thus ſhall his darling Iſrael praife and pray, 
A ling an cy eres * 


10 A YOUNG LADY, 
"OM n ER n E S O v * 


AN ODE. BY A. 8. BOYSE? 


V FHILE, fair Selinda! to our eves 

| From Sickneſs beautiful you riſe; 
Your charms put on ſuperior power, 

And thine more ſtrongly than before. 

do have 1 ſeen the heavenly fire 

Awhile ls rad:ant beams retire; 

Then breaking through the veil of nigbt, 
Rcſtore the world to warmth and light, amy 


* Of whom, ſee vol. II. p. 161. N. 
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A PROSPECT OF POETRY. 
ADDRESSED 0 THE EARL OF ORRERY.. 
BY JAMES DA LACOURT?, B. A: 


WH AT various ſtyles to different ſtrains belong, 
What time to riſe, and when to fink in ſong; 

To thee, beſt judge of this refin'd delight, 

0! born to genius, lo the Muſes write; 

'Tis yours, my lord, to bid each art excell, 

And ſmile on merit which you grace ſo well; 

To make mankind a nobler Broghill ſee, 

And find their long-loſt Halifax in thee : 

Few now remain to ſay who ſung before, 

Parnell is dead—and Addiſon no more! 

The few remaining Time will ſweep away, 

And Pope and Swift muſt ſhortly follow Gay ; 

Theſe only left of all the tuneful choir, 

Garth, Steele, Rowe, Congreve, Wycherley, nd Pan + > 

Theſe only lefr, the world's great loſs declare, 

And ſerve to ſhew us what thoſe wonders were. 

On vou, my Lord, the Mules turn their eyes; 

On Orrery the letter'd world relies; 


* Of this ingenious writer I am not able to give any other 
zecount than that the two poems here printed appeared at 
Jiblin in 1733, and at London in the following year; with 
recommendatory verſes by“ W. Walſh, of the county of 
Clare;“ „C. White, B. A. of Trinity College Dublin;” and 
„R. Lloyd, B. A. of Fanſtown near Charleville,” W. 

9298 „ Their 
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Their ancient honours let a Bovle reftore, 
And be whate'er was Orrery before: 
O] chief in Courts to lay the Peer afide, 
Weed Vice trom dignity, from titles Pride, 
Great without grandeur, generous without views, 
For ever bounteous, and yet ne'er profuſe; 
No leſs by nature noble than by name, 
The bloom of breeding, and the flower of fame: : 
Approv'd a patron at thy natal hour; 
Think'ſt thou to ſcape the praiſes in their power 4 
Though from Britannia's ſtrains, and Albion's thore, 
Lou flv to deſerts © but to blaze the more; 
They I ſcarch vou our, diſcover where you ſhine, 
Proclaim your worth, and fruſtrate vour deſign. 
So in the bloom the diamond darts its light. 
Though thick encircled with ſurrounding night; 
The kindling darkneſs breaks before the ray, 
And on the eve-ball burits the brilliant day. 
Sage Temple + writes, a park of native fire, 
Excels whatever learning can acquire; 
In poetry this obſervation 's true, 
Without ſome genius fame will ne'er enſue: 
Such for a while may climb againſt the hill, 
But then, like Siſyphus, are falling ſtill; 
J own, by reading we may feed the flame, 
But firſt muſt have that heat from whence it came; 
Elſe, like dry pumps whole ſprings their moiſture mourn, 
We may pour in, but will have no return | 
His lordſhip coming into Ireland. D. 


1 Sir William Temple. D. 1 
To 


pRoOSPECT or POETRY. 


To ſuch, indeed, thoſe rules are ill applied, 
rot ſuch were never on the Muſes, fide. 
Come then, my friends, who like wich me to rove 
The flowery mountain, and the laurel grove, 
Where god Apollo guards the limpid fount, 
Aud the glad Muſes climb the vocal mount: 
vou whom the voice invites to tafte their charms, 
nom verſe tranſports, and tuneful fancy warms ; | 
fare you prefs the Sirens to your heart, 
and a while the precepts I impart. 
Fiſt let your judgement for your fancy chuſe 
Cf all the Nine the moſt unblemiſh'd Muſe : 
delt vet ſublime, in love yer ſtriftly coy, 
p oc to be grave, yet not averſe to j 
here taſte and candour, wit and manners meet, 
4s wichout bombaſt, daring but diſcreet; 
Correct with ſpirit, muſical with ſenſe, 
Not apt to give, nor flow to take offence; 
Fr o commend when others thoughts are ſhown, 
But always laſt delighted with her own. 
When this is done, let Nature be your guide; 
Nele in the ſpring, or in the river glide; 
in every line conſult her as you run, 
Ad let her Naiads roll the river on: | 
Unlels, to pleaſe our nice corrupted ſenſe, _ 
Art be Cell'd in, and join'd with vaſt expence; 
Ther rivers wander through the vale no more, 
vt boil in pipes, or ſpout through figur'd ore; 


That now enrich ſome artificial urn, 


Tic ncighbouring brooks their empty channel mourn, 


Thus . 
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Thus ever ſuit your numbers to your theme, 
And tune their cadence to the falling ſtream 
Or ſhould the falling ſtream incline to love, 
Let the words flide, and like its murmurs move: 
Poor were the praiſe to paint a purling rill, 
To make it muſic is the Muſe's ſkill ; : 
* Without her voice the ſpring runs ſilent dy, 
Dumb are the waters, and the verſes dry; 
While chiil'd with ice the cool waves creep along, 
And all the fountain freezes in the ſong. | 
But if a ſtorm muſt rattle through the ſtrain, 
Then let your lines grow black with gathering raia; 
Through Jove's aerial hall loud thunders ſound, 
And the big bolt roars through the dark profound : 


But ſhould the welkin brighten to the view, | : 
The ſun breaks out, and gilds the ſtyle anew; 1 
Colour your clouds with a vermilion dye, 1 
And let warm bluſhes ſtreak the weſtern ſky; 7 
Till evening ſhuts in ſober ſuited gray, 
And draws her dappled curtains o'er the day. U 
Let Veſper then purſue the purple light, W 
And lead the twinkling glories of the night; 1 1 
The moon mult riſe in ſilver o'er the ſhades, Nu. 
Stream through your pen, and glance along the meads: An 
While Zephyr ſoftly whiſpers in the lines,, Y 
And pearly dew in bright deſcription ſhines ; * 
The little warblers to the trees repair, 0; 
Sing in their ſleep, and dream away their care; * 
While cloſing flowrets nod their painted heads, Wi, 
And fold themlclyes to reſt upon their roſy beds. "of 


But 
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But if Aurora's fingers ſtain the lay, 
Let fancy waken with the riting day; 
Let Sol's fierce courſers whirl the fiery team, 
And from their noſtrils blow a flood of flame: 
Be ſultry non in brighter yellow dreſt, © 
And bend a rainbow on her burning breaſt; 
Let the rich dyes in changing colours flow, 
And loſe themſelves in one poetic glow. 
So the fair Indian crown its gloſs aſſumes, 
Diſpos' in tufts of party-colour'd plumes ; 
The tranſient tincture drinks the neighbouring bue, 1 
As if from each th' alternate colours grew, 
Where every beauty 's by a former made, 
And lends a luſtre to the following ſhade. 
Thus may a ſimile come in with grace, 
And add new ſ plendors to the ſhowerv piece; 
Paint the proud arch ſo lively to the ſight, 
That every line reflects a watery light. 
Hence to the garden ſhould your fancy fly, 
Let the tall tulip with your Iris vie; 
With a mix'd glory crown its radiant head, 
The brighteſt yellow ting'd with ſtreams of red ; 
Next let the lily in your numbers blow, - 
And o'er its ſweetneſs ſhake the downy ſnow, 
In the white garb of virtue let it riſe, 
And wave in verſe before the virgin's eyes; 
On tunetul feet let languid i wy crawl, 
And in poetic meaſure ſca'e the wall, 
While the ſharp ſheers returu a clipping ſound, 
And the green leav es fall ene to the ground. 


Here ” 


And tipt his ſhining arrows with defire : 
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Here in the bower of beauty newly ſhorn, 

Let Fancy fit, and ſing how Love was born; 

W apt vp in roſes, Zephyr found the child, 

In Flora's cheek when firſt the Goddeſs ſmil'd : 

Nurs'd on the boſom of the beauteous ſpring, 
Ober her white breaſt he ſpread his purple wing. 

On kiſſes fed, and filver drops of dew, 

The little wanton into Cupid grew; 

Then arm'd his hand with glittering ſparks of fire 


Hence joy aroſe upon the wings of wind, 

And hope preſents the lover always kind; 
Deſpair creates a rival for our fears, 

And tender pity ſoftens into tears. 

Obſerve, how Sappho “ paints the lover J paia, 
What various paſſions animate her train ! 

Her colour fades, ſhe faints in tender lays, 
Her pulſe beats languid, and her ſenſe decays; 
Then in a rapid tide of paſſions toſt, 
Her weak tongue faulters, and her voice is loft ; 
Again her ſoul revives, her breath returns, 
Again the ſhivers, and again ſhe burns: 

Each reader's bofom feels her various care, 

w arm'd by her _ or chill'd by her def par. 


» This lady, more remarkable for wit than beauty, un 

miſtreſs to Alczvs, yet ſo cruel to her lover, that one di 
upon his ſaying he had ſomething to ſay to her, but vt 
aſhamed to ſpeak it, ſhe replied, that if it was fit for her h 
hear, he would not be ſo tedious about it: they both flouriſhe: 
about the 44th Olympiad. Stanyan, Hift, of Greece. D. 
| | i | 10 
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Tol, as the ſea, by paſſions, let the ſoul 
ide the brine ſparkle, like the billows roll; 
Then anger kindles in the warrior's eyes, 
gan carth uſurps the thunder of the ſkies : 
de how they mount upon the groaning car, 
Jae the long lance, and overtake the war; 
Aloft in air edc the wlürling thong, 
ne horſes fly, the chariot ſmokes along; 
The foaming courſers preſs upon their heels, 
Pack run the lines beneath the whirling wheels s 
Fleeter than light they flaſh along the fields, 
And ſuns by thouſands blaze upon their ſhields : 
The twiſted ſerpents, round their helmets roll'd, 
[uſt hiſs in verſe, and bite in burniſh'd gold: 
fo wars break in—now millions are no more, 

a long groan purſues the guſhing gore; 
Cn darts, and javelins, launch along tlie iky, 
Plunge into blood, or into ſhivers ly: ß 
T uus let your herocs rage, by Mars poſſeſt, 

And feel an Iliad riſing in your breaſt; 

Bu: ſoon cement thoſe wounds, let diſcord ceaſe, 

And warring worlds unite in friendly peace. 

Hence ſounds in ſofter notes muſt learn to move, 

And melting muſic riſe the voice of love! 

lt Tubal's lure in ſkilful hands appear, 

An pour new numbers on the liſtening ear; 

Wi! the full organ let them ſweetly ſwell, 
MW ob the loud trumpet languiſhingly ſhrill; 
bots in ſoft concord let the concert ſuit, _ 
os ſprightly clarion with the Dorian flute: 
For. VII. e Then 
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274 MISCELLANY POEME<, 
Then wake to vocal airs the warbling wire, 
Let the firings run beneath the poet's fire; 
While ſorrow fighs, ah ! never let them cool, 
But melt melodious on the ſoften'd ſoul : 

So may the paſſions wait upon your hand, 

| Move as you move, and aft as you command. 
And here Arion's harp may ſwell the ſtrain, 
Or ſmooth your numbers as it ſmooth'd the main; 
When wondering Sirens to its ſounds advanc'd, 
And bounding dolphins o'er the billows danc'd; 
Admiring Tritons round the muſic plavs,, 
And angry ſeas in meaſure roll away: 

A tide of rapture roſe as he requir'd, 


White work'd the waves, and foam'd as he inſpir A 


The billows beat upon the ſounding ſtring, ; 
And through the hollow harp the waters ring. 
As on a moon-light night, when Neptunc calls 
His finny courſers from their coral ſtalls, 


From ſome white cliff, whoſe brow reflects the deep, 4 


He leads them forth, and bids the billows ſleep, 
The waves obey ; fo ſtid a filence reigns, 
That not a wrinkle curls the watery plains; 
Like floating mercury“ the waves appear, 
And the fea whitens with a heaven ſo clear: 
Betore him Triton blows his twiſted ſhell, 

And diſtant fea-nymphs know the ſignal el, 
In long proceſſion the cærulean train 

ich joy confeſs the ſovereign of the main: 


„ Quickſilver, D. 
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such were the raptures of the ſea- green race, 
When ſweet Arion croſs'd the watery ſpace; 
| When firſt his fingers felt the muſic riſe, 

And mix'd in melody the ſeas and ſkies. 

On land Amphion ſwells the magic ſong, 

And round his ſingers moving mountains throng ; 
At every ſtroke he ſees fair Thebes aſpire, 
Walls riſe on walls, and temples ſoaring higher: 
At every ſtroke new wonders deck the ſtrain, 

The big creation of a poet's brain ! 

Hear how Timotheus wraps the ſoul in ſounds, 
And drops the notes like balm upon her wounds ; 
The moulded meaſures querulous decay, 5 
Till a ſwift tremor ſweeps the ſounds away: 

Br ſweet degrees again they gather near, 
Recover faſt, and thunder on the ear ; 

Down the broad braſs his bold lands bruſh the tones, 
| The long ſtring leaps, and vibrates into groaus; 
| Let furious Saul be figur'd to thy mind, 

do mad—as not to be by verſe confin'd; 

With muſic arm'd the {weet muſician ſtands, 

| And oer the golden cordage ſpreads his hands; 
| The monarch's looks are fix'd upon the ſtrings, 
| And his eyes languiſh as young David ſings; 

| His fury falls, as that begins to riſe, 

And all his ſoul ſeems ſtarting from his eyes! 

But chicf the muſic of the ſpheres muſt pleaſe, 
lt ſounds celeſtial warble in thy lays z 
| When the three Parcæ, Fate's fair offspring born, 

The world's great ſpindle as its axle turn; 
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Round which eight ſpheres in beauteous order run, 
And as they turn revolving time is ſpun : 
Whoſe motions all things upon earth ordain, 
| Whence revolutions date their fickle reign; | 
*Thete, rob'd in white, at equal diftance thron'd, 
Sit o'er the ſpheres, and twirl the ſpindle round, 5 
On each of which a Siren loudly ſings, 
As from the wheel the fatal thread ſhe ings; * 
The Parce at 1{wer, in the choir agree, | 
And all thoſe voices make one harmony“ 
To Titian turn, to Raphael praiſes give, 
Hence picture roſe, and ſhadows ſeem'd to live; 
On Guido look, to Rubens rear thinc eve, 
| Where each bo'd figure ſcems a ſtander-by ; 
Trophies and triumphs by Mantegna's t hand 
In martial order on the canvas ſtand ; 
With hints of glory fire the warlike ſoul, 
And bid like motions in our boſoms roll : 
Here Vertrio's colours glow expos'd to felt, 
And fv-dvipp'd pencils ſtream with liquid light ; 
Thy art, O Kneller! afks a ſiſter's praiſe, 
So may thy paintings beautify my lays ; 


This 1s an excellent allegory of Plato's, who would here- 


by intimate that all things obey the divine law, and concur | 
to produce thotr eftefts which are contequences of the cauts 
that God has eſtabliihed, D. : 
+ Andrea Mantegna, born at Padua anno 1431, was a0. e 
mirable for hifi ory-painting, and peripective ; the beſt of his g 
0. 


pieces are 4 The Triump! us of. ji :l1us:Cx! ary” now at Hamf- 
ton Court. D. 
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Whether young bluſhes ripen in thy lines, 

Or verdant landſkips ware in green deſigns, 
Through which the ſun, emerging from the main, 
In floods of purple drowns the leafy lcene, 

A mimic viſto ſtretches wide between, 

Where gold appears diverſified with geeen; 

Hades riſe on thades, on colours colours flow, 
Ard tranßent ſhadows undulate below. 

So when Aurora mounts the roſy Eaſt, 

And Light's warm bluſhes redden o'er her breaſt ; 

A thoutand ſuns her orient rays unfold, 
And every leaf is ſprinkled o'er with gold x 

Tue glittering ſpaagles burn the woodland ſhade, 
Tree, ſtream, and buſh, in Nature's gold array'd : 
The burnith'd rills in ſofter ſilver ſhow, | 

And, daſh '4 with purple, glance their wares below 


Ten thuuſand ſhaduw: ſeim the colour'd fiream, 
And o'er the tilver ſhoots the crimſon gleam. 
Next: let Prometheus boaſt his godlike art, 
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And let a wonder from his fingers ſtart; 
An angel's form by every poet ſung, 


Sn. 4 ns Peder 6.” 952 


Love 1a her looks, and mutic in her tongue “. 
do When the lun with all-enlivening ray 
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On Memnon's lips firſt ſtrikes the golden day; 


ES 


dar 4 * 
— _— 
"+ 2 , * 


* I muſt beg leave here to diltent from the general opinion 
85 % . 


1 e 
E 


el commentators, that it was a man Prometheus tormed; for in 

was vndoubtedly a woman, in order to propagate his He- 4 

cies for the future in à natural Way. D. . 
T3 - | > & Sf | 
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The hard flint utters melancholy founds, 
And from the ſtone ſweet harmony rebounds *. 
| Before Lyſippus' courſer neighs the ſteed, 
And fond Pygmalion claſps his ivory maid; 

Where Niobe, in beauteous ſorrow ſhown, 
Melts into tears, and hardens into ſtone. 
Beſide his chiſſel let Mount Athos ſtand 1, 
Heave into form, and groan beneath his hand, 
While on one ſpacious palm he pours the ſea, 
And his broad fingers form an ample bay ; 
The other graſps a wide-extended town, 
Whoſe regal walls unnumber'd turrets crown : 
Thus was this fon of earth ſuppos'd to riſe, 

' Ofer-look the globe, and climb into the ſkies, 

To ſcare the Gods with his enormous height, 

A ſecond Titan ſoaring out of fight. 
So near proud Rhodes, acroſs the founding main, 
The world's juſt wonder brav'd the winds and rain, 
While round his head the rattling tempeſts blow, 
And watery mountains break in foam below ; 

On Neptune's back, the proud Coloſſus rides, 
Deaf to the roarings of the winds and tides. 
There Phidias bids the breathing ſtatue move 
In living ſculpture not unworthy Jove ; 


*The ſtatue of Memnon, ſon of Aurora, according to 
Herodotus, was made of ſtone, and not of braſs. D. 

+ It was propoſed to Alexander the Great, to turn Mount 
Athos into the ſtatue of this monarch, with the ocean in 
a baſon in one hand, and a large city in the other. D. 


From 
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From age to age Cleomenes ſhall charm, 
And his carv'd Venus future warriors warm *, 
| In fair proportion from beholders turn, 
And o'er her cheeks the bluſhing marble burn. 
| See with Silenus youthful Bacchus vie, 
And the flint ſparkling in his jovial eye; 
Round his full temples grapes luxuriant ſpread, 
Vine-leaves, and cluſters, dangle o'er his head: 
On a tame tiger, taught his load to bear, 
He rides in rock, and ſhakes his ivy (pear. 
There good Aurelius almoſt looks a groan !' 
And thunder-bolts deſcend in hgur'd ſtone 4 
Great Alexander weeps his enfigns furl'd, 
Ard bids his fire create another world. 
Here let thy graver through rock-diamond run 2, 
The heaven-hued ſapphire ſparkle in the ſun ; 
The wounded ruby ope its bleeding vein, - 
And the red ſtreams the virgin paper ſtain; 
| Here link your jewels in a blazing firing, 
Let the green emerald look like [miling ſpring, 


* The venus of Medicis. D. 
| + This curious piece of ſculpture is on the pillar of the 
Emperor Antonine, one of the nobleſt deſigns in the world: 
n is the figure of Jupiter Pluvius, raining on the fainting 
army of Marcus Aurelius, and thundering on that of his 
enemies: it was on this occaſion, that the Chriſtian Legion 
got the name of Fulminatrix. D. | 185 | 
{ Theſe lines are to be underſtood of antiques, arms, and 


cyphers, cut in precious fione; Pyrgoteles a famous ſculptor 


hardly graved ou any thing elie but jewels, D. 
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The yellow topaz boaſt a golden hue, 


Let theſe in cryſtal caſkets charm the ſighit, 
Terreſtria ſtars, and children of the light! 


That burns in ſhowers and fire imbibes from rain. 
Plunge in the bath, or through the palace range, 


Or pint the obeliſk to pierce the ſkies : 
Palladio here muſt think in every line, 


The works of Solomon and him of Tyre“ 
Direct the plan, and all your taſte inſpire ; 
la due proportion every pillar rear, 


Where the Corinthian ſands in fluted rows, 


Nor, where the 'Tulcan + lifts th' imperial urn, 
Suffer the neat Tonic 1 ſhaft to turn: 


this occaſion the Romans, ditdaining to burrow from the 
© Grectans invented one of their own, from thence called the 


7 anne | D. ; 


to MISCELLANY POEMS. 


An.! ſlippery agate ſhine in veins of blue; 


Like the rich bow athwart th' ztherial plain, 
Now let vour Mule to architecture change, 


Heave the huge mole, or bid the column riſc, 


Ard deep Vitruvius ſcan the whole deſign ; 


Nor let the orders be confounded there: 


Let not the martial Doric interpoſe; 


- Hieram. D. | 
+ Trajan's pillar at Rome was the fre of this order, the 
foire of which was appointed for the emperor's aſhes ; on 


es or Roman order. See Evelyn on Architecture. P. 
+ The famous temple of Diana at Epheſus, 8 took 
29 e OY years in bolung, was of this or dee 


rr 7 
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But chief that chaos call'd Compoſite ſhun, 

Which begs from all, and yet belongs to none. 
So Babel's battlements began to riſe, 

Left earth below, and labour'd up the Kies ; ; 

The mighty bulwark threaten'd Heaven's abode, 

And bade the mounting world afcend to God : 


And they had now been there but Haven look d down, 


Their &ills confounded, and their tower 0 erthrown; . 
Tongues, pillars, orders, to confuſion turn, 
And mankind diſappointed ſeem'd to mourn. 
Here Egypt's pvramids mult heave ſublime, 
And blunt the teeth of all-decaving Time; 
Bencath whoſe wetght, the burthen'd earth muſt $roans - 
A ponderous pile in monumental ſtone : 
Strong bars of adamant the marble lock, 
And links of iron chain the ſolid rock; 
Dencath whoſe ſummit towering eagles fly, 
A pointed mountain ending in the ſky. 
Proud Babylon with brazen gates behold, 
Ai d broad Euphrates in her botum roll'd; 
W. alls, which Semiramis with turrets crown'd, 
Ard colour'd brick with black bitumen bound; 
A ſecond Eden here Nitocris trod, 
| In pealile gardens worthy of a God; 
do grand the coſtly ſtructure hung in air, 
It tcem'd not built, but firſt created there : 
Here trees and flowers in watery figures 1ife, 
Ain truitage ripen nearer to the {kies ; 
Fair tountains fall in filver-fireaming floods, 
Aud artificial rainbows paint the clouds; 


Wich 


„ <, OOIED e 2 8 5 
. ͤ r 5 a 
5 . . N * 


N 
4 


= 
dy = 
\ ©, 
A: 
4 
1 
= 
21 
J 
j | 
+ | 
* 
$1 
M- 
4.8 — 
* 3 
5 * * 
+ 2 
% 
E 
1 
= 


As. 


"oa hs: 


= 


— — * . 3 * - * * 9 4 d . 
P ap a 24. Ba 16,00 #- 


2 5 


: EF IM » 5, 
8 3 
5 4 , 
n abate 3 
— * -. * bas. *. 
ARNE N 


1 
2 a 
* *./ \ 
4 0 
vi ; 
* { * 
* j 
e 4 
"i Y 
* jp b N 
7 1 
. 0 1 
© - 1 4 
1 
A IS 
= Al 
13 bk 
* +3 
f 1 * 
. 
4 * 
6 1 
. „. 94 * y 
= 
& +: F 
©. ; 
- 2 1 
9 
v * F4 
1 » 
9 n f J 
- WL 
= 
: * 
2 12 
« * > 
 Þ BY 
s - - 
2 PX. 
Yi 
** * 15 
L 7 : 
” \ 
. N 
8 2 
* 2 KR * 3 
4 5 
08 > 
oh * 
t 5 1 
i 2 11 
* 
Ms 3% 
: be 
Pa " 
* 
4 19 
voy , 
D 9 
1 
1 
2 1 
0 
* 
1» 90 
4 IE 
f =_ 2] . 
* 1 4 * 
Kos 
2 - 
14 
+ 3 
-Y N 
2 - 
3 
** 
2 
3 
i 4 
* 
5 
» 
: 1 
* 
. 
* 4 
r 
. . 
. 
2 3 
* >: 
W 2 
* 
* 
8 
* 
Fg 
* 
1 
$4-E; 
m7 
s 
* 7 
% 
3 
EE: 
+ 


282 MISCELLANY POEMS. 
With various-colour'd light the water burn'd, 
Againſt the ſun in artful arches turn'd; | 
Nor were the golden pipes by Sirius dried, 
The river till the water-works ſupplied. 
lere let the boalter fall from man to beaſt, 
Eat graſs with brutes, or on rude acorns feaſt, 
Driven from his throne in dens to paſs the dav, 
To herd with wolves, and howl the A. 5 away. 
So wild Lycaon fled his own abode 
Chang'd by the vengeance of an angry 10} 
On ſhaggy feet ran howling through the plain, 
And mingled nightly with the prowling train. 
Here let the Muſe a while delighted reft, 
Pleas'd with the profpe&t opening in ker breaſt ;_ 
The wide horizon and the world ſurvey, 
As through the walks her fancy loves to ſtray, 
Invention! ah, how beautiful art thou! 
I feel thy ſudden inſpiration now; 
Thy whiſpers prompt me, and the pleafing ſtrife 
Of infant thought juſt Rruggling io life: 
The new-born offspring longs to try its feet, 
And run through verfe with voluntary heat : 
This was the Nymph that did wiſe Numa pleaſe „ 
And this the Genius of great Socrates. 
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* The ory of Lycaon may poſſibly bs 1 from thit NN 
of Nebue odonofor, for oriding himſelf in the grandeur of 
thoſe gardens, which he cauſed to be built for his queen, Th 

who loved the profnects of Media, he was in the Laine wel i 
and moment Changed to a *. d beaſt, D. . 
˖ Egeria, D. | 
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PROSPECT OF POETRY. 283 
| Like ſome ſmooth mirror, ſee Euphrates glide 
Through Duras? plains, and ſpread his boſom wide; 

On whoſe broad ſurface watery landſkips lie, 

And bending willows ſhade the downward ſky : 

There floating foreſts mix'd with meadows move, 

And the green glaſs reflects the flowers above; 

Shepherds and ſheep along the picture ue, 7 

And with the water ſeem to flide away: 

In the blue gleam, the park and walls appear, 

And gilded barges, mix'd with grazing deer; 

The huntſman ſounds—the frighted ſhadow flies, 

Thro' flocks, greens, ſhepherds, barges, hounds, and ies. 
Thus in a room, where light can only paſs 

Through the ſmall circle of a convex-glaſs ; 

Oer the ſtain'd ſheet amuſing ſhadows ſlide, 

Clouds float in air, and ſhips along the tide : 

In rural poſture fields and oxen ſhow, 

[Trees wave, ſtreams run, and colour'd bloſſoms 3 | 
is thus when Spring's ſoft vernal blooms appear, 

And throw a glory round the youthful year; 

Or Summer blazing o'er the heavenly blue, 

When ſwarming inſects dip their wings in dew: 

n Autumn too, the ſame mild ſcene delights, 
0 view the water, and enjoy the nights 

Nor leſs loud Winter wilder blifs denies, 

ben Borcas bids the broad Euphrates nfe : 

ea peaceful images amuſe no more, 

but through the bridge the ſounding ſurges roar, 

Wide daſhing. foaming high, and tumbling tothe ſhore, J 

Lie diſtant billow ſeems the heavens to lave, 

Nad the horizon ſtoops to d uk the wave. 
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In each {oft cloud fome colour i expreſs'd 
Till with united gloties burns the Weg: 


284 MIS CELLANY. POEMS. 


So the loud Euxine, whoſe compulbve {way 
Ne'er vet knew ebb or ſwift reflux of ſea, 


Rolls on eternal. and directly beats 

| Againſt black Boſphorus' tempeſtuous ſtreights; 
The Dardanells behold its louring front, 
Gloom the Proponric, and the Helleſpont. 

ur ſtyle, and let the flood conform, 


Now {well \ 
To the 1012 tempeſt, and the roaring ſtorm ; ; 


Ia verſe as rough let every torrent move, 
Froth the vex'd wares, and cuil their heads above; * 
Let the green tide turn white with abrupt ſhock, 
And break the falt ſurge on the rugged rock: 
Not fo where maz rills mæandering ſhine, | 
The running flv er trickles through the line; 


In ſmoother notes the whi iſpering waters purl, 
The brook falls tun«<tul, and the waves uncurl ; ; 
Hence images of ditferent Kinds abound, 


In all the volubility of ſound, 
Applied to ſubjects, corre{ponding flow, 


Some loudly rough, and others fweetly low. 


Hence various ſtyles appear in war, and peace, 


And every ſtvle has its peculiar grace; 
In epics here a hero ſtiides aw avs 

And there Amvntor tunes his oaten lay, 
While o'er the lawn the lambEkins frifk along, 
And with their bleatings fill the rural ſong ; 
Cr when {till evening madden o'er the ſky, 


It bids her bluſhes round the welkin fly; 


J.vs 
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Then ſwürm the flies, the tinſel'd people run, 
To bid adieu to the departing ſun ; 

With airy muſic fp the milky ſteams, 

And gild their coats in light's declining beams; 
Add that at eve cool Zephyr wakes the breeze, 

And fits in ſighs upon the ſhivering trees; 

Add that at eve Eteſian breezes wake, 

With coming gales the leaves are ſeen to ſhake, 
dul trembling onward with th' approaching blaſt, 
Till on the dimply pool it breathes at laſt, 

Before the wind the water curls in rings, 

And the fann'd ocean frowns beneath his wings : 
Hence lyrics make the fields and ſwains rejoice, 
Or elegy lifts up her mournful voice ; 

The buſkin'd hero treads the crowded ſtage, 

Or comic humour ſmiles along the page; 

There Athens” friend Themiſtocles appears *, 
And Cato glorious in his country's tears; 

Thy lips, Timoleon, ſeal thy brother's doom, 

And Brutus bleeds in both his ſons for Rome : 
Vatanes there admires the bloody fign, 

Hung o'er the head of kneeling Conſtantine y 

On Cannz's field fee Paulus bath'd in gore . 

And Crſar paſs the Rubicon once more. 
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E Themiſtactes autem quem virtus fua victorem, injuria 
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Furie imperatorem Perſarum fecerat; ut ſe ab ea oppugnan- 
W e inſtituto ſacrificio exceptum patera, tauri fan- 
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zunem hauſit, & ante ipſam aram quaſi quædam pietatis 
Cara victima concidit. \ Val. Max. de Pietate erga Pairiame D. | 
+ * Pauly 18 Emmilit ius. D. | 
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And Julio Romano formed his taſte and compleated his guſts 


2% MISCELLANY POEMS. 


Thus he to whom the tuneful charms belong 
Of ſacred numbers, and harmonious ſong ; 
Whom Pzxan's art did at his birth inſpire 
Wich a ſweet finger for the Muſe's lyre ; 

To whom the gift of genius fate has given, 
That golden bleſſing of indulgent heaven; 
Muſt ſtudy muſic to improve his art, 
And through the ear find entrance to the bean: 
While art and nature equally unite, : 
Sound ſmooth the ſenſe, and grace make wit poli . 
His eaſy lines unlabour'd ſeem to low, 
Vet ſuch that caſe as pains alone beſtow ; 
While the fond reader, charm'd with every ſtrain, 
Snarches a quill to imitate in vain. 
Next it were fit that Picture claim'd his care, 

A well-bred man ſhould every ſcience ſhare ; 
From hence what beauties may not poets take ? 
Hence learn a verſe to paint the rattling ſnake : 
Through the gik page he twiſts in colour'd lines, 
And round the leaf in curling volumes twines; 
The reader thinks he ſees the ſerpent flide, 
And almoſt feels him through his fingers glide, 

Let Helen's beauty kindle ſweet defire, 

In Zeuxis' colours, and with Homer's fire“; 


* Zevuxis from the choice of five naked virgins drew that T 
wonderful picture of Helen, which Cicero in his book de 80 
Oratore ſets before us as the moſt perfect example of beauty, 


dy reading Homer. Dn 


PROSPECT OF POETRY. 287 


Compare them both, and miſs no ſingle charm, 
But let each bluſh in equal ſpirit warm : 
The fine complexion let the Graces ſpread, 
And Pæſtan roſes paint her cheek with red, 
While Venus bids her airs around her play, 
And Phcebus fills her eyes with tender day, 
But Thornhill's draughts ſhall future hints fupplys 
As long as Kenſington with Greenwich vie *; 
Where round her roof a thouſand colours glow, 
And Britain's rivers round the cieling flow, 
Here bold Deſcription with her pencil ſtands, 
To roll the billows over ſhining ſands 
Strong on the eye th' inverted figures fall, 
And the rich cornice ſets on fire the wall : 
Tame on his anchor here ſupports his head, 
And Humber heavy with his pigs of lead ; 
While Avon's waters into Severn roll, 
And the Tine tumbles out her mines of coal; 
There in green gold the Medway ſeems to burn, 
And pour down fiſhes from her foaming urn ; 
While filver Ifis joins her huſband Tame, 
And in each other loſe their ancient name. 
In ſculpture too proportion learns to pleaſe, 
When every beauty ſwells by nice degrees; 
Where by the chiſſel's meant the poet's pen, 
That files and poliſhes the works of men, 
doftens the rugged ſurface of the ſong, 
let turns the feature en." and ſtrong ; 


J 


* See this fans cieling in the great hall of Greenwich 


0 pital, painted by Sir James Thorahill. D. 
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Commands the limbs in attitudes to riſe, 
And live and walk before the reader's eyes. 
Beneath her palm hence ſun-burnt Egy pt 's ſeen, 

The roughen'd fret-work ſuits the matron's mien: 
In molten ore Minerva lends her aid, 
Ard lifts to life the rude unletter'd maid : 

 Rais'd by her hand Nile's daughter quits the ground, | 

Hardens her mummies, hears her ſiſtrum ſound, 
Towers like her pyramids, ſublimely bold, 

And almoſt riſes halt her height in gold. 

So the ſlack rope the dextrous dancer tries, 
Poiz'd on a pole betwixt air, earth, and ſkics, 
Walks o'er the waves of heads that roll below, 

His limbs look ſupple, and his ſteps tread flow : 
Beneath his foot the ſturdy cable bends, 
| Mounts as he moves, and drops as he deſcends ; 
Back ſtart the crowd : he, glorying in his ſtrength, 
Springs on his feet, and riſes halt his length. 
By architecture laſt he lays the ſcheme, 
And by ſome model bids his genius flame, 
Works up the whole, and ſees the building ſhine, 
In all its parts, with conduct and deſign: 
The poem rais'd upon ſo fine a plan, 
The teft, the wonder, and delight of man, 
Will gand the ſhocks and injuries of time, 
Built upon nature, and the true ſublime. 1 | 
Thus life-reſembling Allegory lies 
Behind a veil, remote from vulgar eyes 1 


* Palladi 10 N 0 n but five orders of architecture, at 
| L »0ginus five ſources of the ſublime, D. 


3 | Tranſ pareh 
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Tranſparent veil ! in hieroglyphicks wrought, 
Which only covers, not obſcures the thought; 
Where filver urns expreſs the figur'd flood, 
And more is meant than firſt is underſtood ; 

Old Age and Time in hoary forms appear, 

And proper emblems repreſent the year; 

There oft blue Neptune for the ſea is ſeen, 

And rivers riſing from their beds in green; 

In golden lines th' autumnal ſeaſon glows, 

And winter through a bluſtering period blows : 

Here brother twins unhar rude Fancy's gate, 
refs her wild dreams, and on the goddeſs wait, 

Romantic dreams! from Superſtition prongs. 

Which Arioſto taught, and Spenſer ſung. 

Then every grotto in its Genius ſpoke, 

And II amadryads from each hollow oak; 

Eren Echo learn'd to anſwer to her name, 

And babbled louder than the babbling ſtream. 
Now when ſome rival poem you peruſe, 

O lit not Envy Lind the partial Muſe! 

Wucre merit is, eſteem it as your own, 

And in its triumphs let your light be ſhown ; 
Let Albion aſk from whence an author came, 
And judge according to the writer's name 

French, Engliſh, Iriſh, be alike to you, 

And gladly give an Tnfidel his due: 

Scrn that mean artifice of unjuſt praiſe, 

Nor think to flatter, is to gain the bays ; 

Thoſe two extremes the worthy will deſpiſe, 


Mo hate with reaſon, and with realon prize. 3 
For. hh. Vv And 


* 


eh 
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And vet to malice ſure 1 m much oblig'd, 
On eve: ſie by cal! mny beſicy'd : 

To critics much I owe, who wake me mend 3 
And Envy I cc uld almoſt call my trienl! 
Theſe taught my vouthful ſteps an carly care, 
Io tread with caution, and proceed with fear: 
Oft in m mind their black aſperfions came, 
And made me tremble at the love of fame; 

_ Ev'n now I dread their jealouf\ and ſpite, 
And faint in faucy ever\ line 1 write 

How long before the Muſes can ſucceed ! 
To pleaſe the world is now a taſk indced ! 
All former methods vainly we purſue, 

| The world is old, and calls for ſomething new: 


: Nothing will take with this judicious age, 
But lines well-labour'd, and a ſtudied page; © , 
Where rich variety relieves the mind, \ 
And beams of fancy ſtrike the critic blind; 4 
Exalted notions which great fouls contain, - | 1 
Thouglits big with life, and burſting from the brian; 5 
Surpriſing novelties that never tire, | 
Bur lead the reader on from fre to fire. 1 
Avoid the ha ſhneſs of diſcordant chime, 
Senſe ill atones for violated thyme; E 
R R's jar untuneful o'er the quivering tongue, | 
i And ſerpent 5 with hiſhiags ſpoils the ſong : 4 
When triplets like the fur ies join their hands, m. 
Unlock their fold, and break their lau lets bands; and 
Elſe Cerberus like the threefold monſter ſtands. 


is true a triplet might lucceed by chance, 
And ev'n twelve feet Judiciouſly advance ; 1 
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But thoſe experiments are fatal found, 

And ſeldom us'd but when we call for ſound *: 
All Alexandrines fromthe page expunge, 15 
That o'er the paper take an unweildly lunge *.* 

| Compbundell epithets had need be few, 
Bur thoſe tamiliar, and uncommon too; 
Some oft like Janus wear a double face, 
A nwnvrel-mixture, and a motley-race ; 
wen thoſe the mountains mult be alwavs bleak, 
And no kind north wind ſtir the ſleeping lake ; 'Y 
But ever-fanning breezes cool the morn, 
And funs red-rifing the grey dawn adorn. 
Others to wild deſcription turn their ſtyle, 
Make ftorms blow gently, ard black whirlwinds ſmile; 
From each dark point the ſcattering clouds diſperſe, 
Ani gleams of golden ſun-ſhine gild the verſe: 4 
Wichout Apollo's neceffary aid, 
What is deſcription ? an eternal ſhade. 
Weak eves and judgements glaring objects ſtrike: 
Both are but dazzled and deceiv'd alike. 
But above all avoid that Siren ſea, 
Where men of wit are often caſt away; 
A tempting vice, long mention'd in the ſchools, 
Tie pride of coxcombs, and The food of foois : 


*Þ or inſtance, i in Mr. Pope't £ "WOE now the bload is 


Mc to trickle down the leg, through the length of an Alcx- 
a dri hs verſe, | 


7 Prom his averton to Triplets and Alexandrines this 
Fer ſeems to have been a diſciple of Swift, N. | 


And down his ſnowy thigh FIN the Sroqwing flood.” D. 
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292 MISCELLANY POEMS. 


Here Vanity ho!ds forth her flattering glaſs, 
And Self- conceit adores her ſwelling face; 
Where rival worth in vain-pretends to vie, 

And every virtue leſſens in her eye: | 
Wich her own lightnings oft the fair ſhe warms, ; 
And melts the heart of beauty by its charms ; 
The dart, directed at the man of wit, 3 
Plies wing'd with quills with which his genius writ; 
The ſhaft that 's pointed at the breaſt of beaus, 
Is fledg'd with feathers or brocaded cloaths ; 
Ard ſtateſmen (who like me are leaſt afraid) 

Are caught in nets which they themſelves have laid. 
Io charge with generous thoughts the cleareſt head, 
| Conſult the living, and read o'er the dead; 

Where ancient Wiſdom grows more wiſe with ige, 
And hoary ſeniors dignify the page; 

Time's eldeſt- born! fires grey to us in fame ' 
The ancient's glory, but the modern's ſhame. 
Supreme of thoſe inſpired Plato fee, 

A name rever'd by all antiquity: 

Pride of his ſect, and honour of his kind 
A worthy Heathen, with a Chriſtian mind; 
Whoſe ſlyle and manner moderns like ſo well, 
That he alone could Shafteſbury ® excel], 
In thoſe fam'd days of literature and taſie, 

Lir'd Porphyry's tutor, and Zenobia's gueſt ! 
Aurelian's dread ! endow'd with every art, 

In which the two Minervas claim a part; 


» Anthony Aſhley Cowper, Earl of Shaſtebury. D. 
| Whol: 


PROSPECT OF POETRY. 
Whoſe character ſurvives in the ſublime, 
As the beſt judge and critic of bis time *. 
Ho courtier-like gay Horace ridicules, 
While he refines on Ariſtotle's rules, : 
By Pindar taught to tune th' Auſonian lyte, 
| With Grecian elegance, and Romaa fire : 
Ia him Alcæus thunders once again, 


Temper'd by Sappho's more harmomous ftrain ; 


While in thick fits her fofter lightniugs play, 


Flaſh through the lines, and doubly 8110 the dag. 


Read Cicero ; conſider Plutarch well g, 
What man he was let Chreronea tell: 
In Arn long this patriot paſs'd his days, 
Nor could Burotian climes obſcure his praiſe ; 
To him the nobleſt heros lives were known, 
W. n ſtudied others to improve e his own. 


Ine Mantuan ſwan on Mincio's margin fines, 


Or ver Cremona claps his mourning wings; 
To Tyber's banks and folitudes retires, 
And mid his poplars feels poetic fires : 
Courts the cooi ober's green refreflung bed, 
Or through the willows ſhews his ſilver head; 
Or tazts with tranſport down the tuneful tile, 
diveete warbling Vida ſwimminpg by his fide 
At Naples too they tell rhote birds are ſeen, 
To xeep together on the haunted green; 
Brundufiam oft with ſudden ſong ſurpriſe, 
Aad waible as they journey through the Kies, 
» Longinus. D. 


1 Platarch, of reading the poets. 5 D. 
U.3 
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A friend to re. iſh and to criticilc ? 


And whoſe good-natuie ne'er was flattery: 
When ſuch the character, and ſuch that ſhines, 
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To mild Parthenope's delightful ſhore, 
And lands belov'd by Virgil long before. 
| See Heaven deſcend in Homer's aweful lines, 
Where all the god and all the hero ſhines gy 
Behind Achilles lags devouring Deata, 
And the lines run the reader out of breath? 
Thunders and lightnings blaze before his eyes, 
Blue ſtreams the ſulphur from poctic ſkies! 
I.ine after line the flood of light rolls on, 
Foams to a fire, and brightens to a ſun! 
Theſe are the oracles of Learning now, 
Conſult thoſe books, and to thoſe Sibels bow ; 
Theſe are the lights that call good actions forth 
| Revive their value, and emblaze their worth; 
By thoſe great ſouls let Regulus be tried, 

And the brave Decii who for freedom died ! 
And is there not with whom you may adviſe, 


One who has prov'd how hard it 13 to pleaſe, 
Not firſt to blame, nor yet the laſt to praiſe; 
With whole good ſenſe an author might be free, 


The name of Lawſon * nced not end thofe lines: 
Such late was Parnell—oh ! too lightly mourn'd, 
With every Grace, with every Mute adorn'd ! 

By Swift belov'd, by Pope lamented maſt, 
Loſt to the world —to wit an! fiiendſhip loſt— 

Let ſhall he live, while Tatie b ept alive, 

And his lov'd Plato in his verſe revive; 


Author of the « LeQures on ery — N. 


yo 


PR OSPECT OF POETRY. 293 
ver mall he lire, as long as Tr uth ſhall charm 
In my lic Fable, or fair Virtue warm; 

The firſt remember'd in our weak cflavs, 
* ith honour mention'd, dignife'd with praiſe. 
Nor let proud Albion thus her neighbours ſcorn, 
Ac if her ſons alone were poets born; 
We too may boaſt ourfelves the ſons of fame, 
Nor are we foreign to that ſacred name : 
Jurcrna” 5 genius yet ſhall wear the bay, 
And drink as deep of Helicon as they; 

In ſpite of all our hopeful foes abroad, | 

Prevail at laſt, and ſoar into a God; 
The Dunciad comes, ſure omen of their fate, 
Ard Ireland yet may be the Mufes' teat. © - 

O! coulll I live to ſee my country ſhine, 
Our {able cliffs invite the tuneful Nice; 

Thoſe barten rocks with baus immortal ſmile, | 
And Pliœbus bleſs his once- beloved ifle 2 

With life itfelf 1 gladly then would part, 
Me country's glories throbbing at my heart. 

What's to be done in this auguſt affair? 

Firit let us baniſh all ou foreign ware; 
Gur fooliſh fondneſs for Italian lavs, 

And look at home for hards and better days: 
Roſcommon, Parnell, both, ala, are loft ! 

And tew indeed the preſent times can boaſt: 

Vet let thoſe few be valued as the\ ſhou'd,* 
Here ſhew vour talie and jed, ement to be good: 
Judgement! that touch ſtone that diiects our choughts, 
Thet ſhows us all our beauties with our faults; 
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296 MISCELLANY POEMS. 
Sound judgement will direct us what to do, 
And how to think of men and manners too; 


Wit join'd with judgement gilds good ſenſe with light, 


As diamond ſolid, and as diamond bright! 
Tuus far a youthful Muſe preſum'd to (ing, 
To growing bards, upon a venturous wing; 
I .n cloiſter'd ſhades and academic groves, 
Whole peaceful glooms a mafing fancy loves; 


Where learned Uſher bleſs'd the reverend pile, 


And Alma's glories in her Berkeley ſmile ; | 


Where {acred Brown indulg'd the thoughttul hours, 


Ia ſage receſſes, and Athenian bowers : 


Where Parnell wak'd the long- forgotten ſtrain, | 


Arid old lerne ſtrings her harp ayain: 


Here pleas'd to liſten to the well-known ſound, 


And hail our mother rifing from the ground; 
Shake off the duſt that ſoil'd the ſilent wire, 
And tune once more her venerable lyre, 
 Whitle green with ivy grow her aweful walls, 
And from her face the Druid's mantle falls: 
Along the park, beneath the quirermg trees, 
1 walk retir'd, and court the cooling breeze, 


Were the tall elms project the browneſt ſhade, 


There oft the Muſes wander through the glade; 
There oft J follow beauty with ſurpriſe, > 
And drink ſweet numbers from infſp.iing eyes; 
With eager ſteps I croſs the verdant ſtage, 
And ſoon tranſplant them to my bortow'd page; 
Each maid I meet [ ſet her graces down, 


_ Heace critics ſay thoſe thoughts are not my on, 


Fs 
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Fine is the ſecret, delicate the part, 
To praiſe with prudence, and addreſs with art; 
Encomium chiefly is that kind of wit, 
Where compliments ſhould indirectly hit; 
From different ſubjects take their ſudden riſe, 
And, leaſt expected, cauſe the more ſurpriſe : 
« For none have been with admiration read, 
but who, befide their learning, were well bred v. 
Such ſuit all taſtes, on every tongue remain, 
Forbid our bluſhes, and prevent our pain; 
Such ſubjetts beſt a Boyle might underftand, 
Theſe call, my Lord, for an uncommon n 
To turn the finer features of the ſoul, 
To paint the paſſions ſparkling as oy roll; 
The power of numbers, the ſuperior art, 
To wind the ſprings that move the beating heart; 
With living words to fire the blood to rage, 
Or pour quick fancy on the glowing page; 
ITlis be thy praiſe, nor thou this praiſe refuſe, 
From no unworthy, nor ungrateful Muſe ; 
A Muſe as yet unblemiſh'd, as unknown, 
Who ſcorns all flattery, and who envies none x 
| Ct wrongs forgetful, negligent of fame, 1 
Who found no patron, and who loſt no name; 
Indiffærent what the world may think her due, 
W hole friends are many, — her years are few. 


s Elly on Tranated Verſe, by the Earl of Roſcom- 
Non. . 
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TO MR. THOMSON, ON HIS SEASONS, 
BY MR. DALACOURT. 


ROM funlefs worlds, where Phœbus fe! dom ſmiles 
But with his evening wheels hangs o'er our iſles; 
A Weſtern Muſe to worth this tribute pays, 
From regions bordering on the Hebrides: 
For thee the Irich harp, new ſtrung, once more 
Greens our rough rocks, and bleak Hibernian ſhore: 
Thou, Thomſon, bade my fingers wake the fittings, 
And with thy praiſe the wild wood hollow rings; 
The ſhades of reverend Druids hover round, 
And bend tranſported o'er the brazen ſound, 
So the wing'd bees that idly rove along, 
__ (Renowud alike for ſweets as thoſe for ſong) 
It the thrill brafſginvite them from the ſky, 
In duſky cluſters round the muſic fly. | 
Bieſt Bard! with what new luſtre doſt thou riſe, 
Soft as the Scaſon o'er the Summer ſkies ! 
Thy works a little world new-tound appear, 
And thou the Phacbus of a Heaven fo fair; 
Thee their bright ſovereign all the ſigns allow, 
And Thomſon is the name for Nature now: 
Thou firſt could'ſt drive the courſers of the day, 
Nor through the dazzling glues lull thy way; 
The ſtecds r:d hoot ſtill trod the cternal round, 
Nor thiew tle burning chariot to the ground. 
So round lülus' tempies, bl zing bright! 
In locks dithevel'd fircam'd a length of light; 


; . 
Ti 


ON THOMSON'S SEASONS. 
The prince unharm'd. beheld the ſparkles ſpread, 
Nor ſhook the ſhining honours from his head; 

Beneath thy touch, Deſcription paints anew, 
And the ſkies brighten to a purer blue; 
Spring owes thy pencil her pecuſiar green, 
And drown'd in redder rofes Summer 's ſeen; 
Whil: hoarv Winter whitens into cold, 
And Autumn bends beneath her bearded gold. 
In various drapery (ce the rol ing year, | 
And the wild waſte in fable ſpots appear ; 
Oer the black heath the bittern ſtalks alone, 
And to the naked marſhes makes his moan ; 
Engulph'd in bogs behold his muddy beak, 

And the brown partridge feeding in the brake. 
But chief the fweeteft paſſion beft you fing, 
The grove's foft theme, and fymphony of Spring: 
How brindled lions roar with ficree defire, 

And in the wate s Phocz feel the fire; 
There large Leviathan unv1:!dly raves, 


But higher (till, thoſe wonders muſt give place 
To the new tranſports of a heauteous face! 
Its force on man—the tonch—the glowing * | 
The tempting boſom, and the tender trance! 
in thoſe how ſtrongly doſt thou paint our care, 
And all the darling weakneſs of the fair ; 
What thanks muſt Beauty give in vielding hour, 
To warn them from us in the roſy bower ! 
A ſudden flaſh of lightning turns mv eve. 
To thunder "ng in the Summer ky! 
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And burns though circled round with all his waves, 


Beneath 
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300 MISCELLANY POEMS. 
Beneath thy hand the flaming ſheet is ſpread 
O'er heaven's wide face, and wraps it round with red; 
With the broad blaze the kindling lines grow bright, 
And all the glowing page is fill'd with light; 
Through the rough verſe the thunder hoarſly roars, 
And on red wings the nimble lightning ſoars : 
Here thy Amelia ſtarts, and, chill'd with fears, 
At every flaſh her eye-lids ſwim in tears; 
What heart but beats for (o divine a form, 
Pale as a lily finking in the ſtorm ! 
What maid fo cold to take a lover's part, 
But pities Celadon with all her heart ! 


Ho precious gems enrich each ſparkling line, ⁵ ³ 

Add fun to ſun, and from thy fancy ſhine |! 

Here rocks of diamond blaze in broken ray, | 
And ſanguine rubies ſhed a bluthing day; _ \ 


Blue ſhining ſapphires a gay heaven untold, _ 
And topaz lightens like tranſparent gold; 


8 Of evening tinct pale amethiſts are ſcen, 


And emeralds paint their languid beams with green: I 
While the clear opal courts the rural light; [ 
And rains a ſhower of many-colour'd light: 
Your ſky-dipp'd pencil adds the proper glow, _ \i 
Stains each briglit ſtone, and lets their luſtre low, Ma: 
Tempers the colours ſhitting from each beam, . 
And bids them flaſh in one continued ſtream, : T} 
| So have I feen the ſlorid rainbow riſe, - ts 
In braided colours o'er the watery ſkies, Ir. 


Where drops of light alternate fall away, 
And fainting glcams in gradual dies decay; 


ON THOMSON'S SEASONS. zor 
But thrown together the broad arch diſplays 
One tide of glory! one collected blaze 

Where may thoſe numbers find thee now retir'd? 
What lawn or grove is by the Muſe admir'd? 
Doſt thou in Stowe's delightful gardens ſiray® „ 
Or in the glooms of Dodington delay: 
There ſve t embower'd ſome favourite author read, 
Or breathe the breezes of thy native Tweed 
0: her cool border reſt reclin'd a while, 
Mindful of Forbes, and of thy own Argyle * 
0! thou that only in this garb could pleaſe, 
And bring me over to commend thy Jays, 
Where chy me is wanting, but where fancy ſhines, 
And burſts like ripen'd ore above the mines: 
Enjoy thy gentus, glory in thy choice, 
Whoſe Roman freedom has Rolcommen's voice, 


7 — 


VERSES BY - GENTLEMAN, 
IN HIS SISTER'S TABLE - BOOK. 
N thi; repoſe the ſecrets of your mind, } | 
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This, the ſame conſtant, faithful friend you JN find 
When Fortune ſmiles, or if ſhe proves unkind: 
And if ſome favourite youth your heart ſhall move, 
And your young boſom pant with glowing love EN 
Then when he runs his tale of fondneſs o'er, 
dwears that he loves, and vows he docs adore; 
Take this and read, that when we muſt proteſt, 
Car vows are perjur d, and our ſighs a Jeſt. 
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* A feat of Lord Cobham' „ v. 5 
To 


10 A vo UN G LADY, 
Wirn FENTON” S * MISCEL LANIES. 


BY WALTER u ART Ef, M.A. 


WYESE various Brains, where every talent charms, 
Where humour pleates, or where paſſion werms; 
(Strains, where the tender and ſublime conſpire, 
A Sappho's ſweetneſs, and a Homer's fire) 
Attend their doom, and wait, with glad ſurpriſe, 5 


Th impartial juſtice of Cleora's eyes. . 
Tis hard to ſay what myſteties of fate, | 
What turns of fortune, on good writers wait. 


he party ſlave wilt wound them as he can, 


: And damns the merit, it he Rates we mea 
5 5 Nas 


With this amiable and elegant Poet, Mr. Harte had the 
happineſs of bein, cloſely connected in friendſhip. N. 

+ Son of the Rev. Walter Harte, who died at Kentbury in 
Bucks, Feb. 10, 1736, aged 35, and who had been fellow off... 
Pembioke College, Oxford, probend of Wells, and canon e. 
| Briſtol, but re ſigned at the Revolution. The fon firſt diſtin ,, 
zu bed himſeli by a volume of “ Poems on ſeveral Occafionyl +. 
4417275 ro. inſcribed to the earl of Peterborough, 21 
Written before he was nineteen. Theſe w ere followed by his 

« Eſſay on Reaſon, 1727,” | folio, a very fine poem, which 
was moch Jaboured, and went through Mr. Pope's hai 

In a letter to Mr. Pattiſon (printed in the Memoirs of tha 

writer, prefixed to his Poems, 1728) Mr. Harte very frank 


Ze his ſentiments on 2 e new verſion of Owl 
2 


oN FENTON? '$ POEMS. $03 


var, ev'n the Bards with wit and laurels crown a, 
Rels'd in each ſtrain, in every art renown'ds _ 
Miſled by pride, and taught to fin by power, 
Still tearch around for thoſe they may devour; 
lik. ſavage monarchs on a guilty throne, 1 5 
V ho cruſh all 3 chat can invade their own. 


Javvary 20, 17203 and publiſhed that year « An Eſſay on 
« Satire, particularly the Dunciad,” Svo. He publiſhed alſo 


o Sermons, one called“ The Union and Harmony of 
«Recon, Morality, and Revealed Religion,” preached at 
d. Mary's Oxford, Feb. 27, 1736-7, which went through 


at lealt five editions; the other, a Faſt Sermon, preached at 


the ſame place, Jan. 9, 1739-40. He was afterwards vice- 
Principal of St. Mary Hall, Oxford, a tutor of great repu- 
tation there; and was much patroniſed by Mr. Pope and 
Mr. Lyttelton, who recommended him to Lord Cheſterfield | 


3; a fit præce tor to his natural ſon Mr. Stanhope, with 


ted by the noble lord as a man of conſummate erudition ;* o? 


peuiment in his ſpecch, and a total want of ear; yet he fo 


Others 

E-iftles, and ſays, © 1 have ſtudied his manner much, and 5 
« have often endeavoured to make a fort of mixed writing 
« from him and Statius.” He took the degree of M. A. 


hom he travelled from 1746 till 1750. Mr. Harte is _— | 


det was ill qualified to poliſh the manners of his pupil. He 
was awkward in his perfon and addreſs, had an unhappy im- 


well performed his other, that Lord Cheſterfield rewarded | 
bim with a canonry of Windſor, © procured with great ditſi- 
*culty;” a ditfculty which certainly aroſe from his college 
connedtions 3 as St. Mary Hall, of which Dr. King was 
Frinc! pal, * Was at that time c noted for { ems The ma- 
terials 
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3 MISCELLANY POEMS. 

Others who hate, yet want the ſoul to dare, 

So ruin bards — as beaux deceive the fair: 

On the pleas'd ear their ſoft deceits employ ; 
Smiling they wound, and praiſe but to deftroy. 
Theſe are th' unhappy crimes of modern days, 
And can the beſt of poets hope for praiſe ? 


terials of his „ Hiſtory of Guſtavus Adolphus, 1759,” tue 
volumes 4to, are excellent; but he has marred his book 
dy a ſtrange affected ſtyle, © full of Latiniſms, Galliciſms, 
% Germaniciſms, and all iſms but Angliciſms.” He dedicated 

it to his patron, Who ſays, “ I was forced to prune the Juxu- 
te riant praiſes beſtowed upon me, and yet have left enough to 
« ſatisfy a reaſonable man.” The ſucceſs of the hiſtory being 
| unequal to his hopes, his health was ſenfibly affected by it, 

He publithed however an improved edition of it in 8vo. in 

1763; but continued at Bath dejected and diſpirited, between 


real and imaginary diſtempers, till in November 1566 be 


He knew many anecdotes of Pope, wn . Cheſter- 


bad a ſtroke of the palſy, which deprived him of the uſe cf 
his right leg, affeRed his ſpeech, and in ſome degree his head, 
In October 1768 he had entirely loſt the uſe of his left fide; | 
and in that melancholy condition lived till 1973. He put» 
liſhed a treatiſe on Agriculture in 1764, © in good and ele- 
« rant Engliſh, and ſcattered ſuch grace upon his ſubjed, 
« that in proſe he came very near Virgil's Georgics in verſe.” 
1 with I could have found room in this collection for be 
« Eſſay on Painting,” his “ Eſſay on Reaſon,” or for hu 
« Vifion of Death,” which appeared in „ The Amaranth 
« 1767,” the “ great poetical work” alluded to by Lord 
Cheſterfield in his “ Letters to his Son,“ Lett. 341, 377 


Held, Fontan, OY N. Es 


7 Hes 


TO A YOUNG LADY. 
| How ſinall a part of human bleſſings ſhare 
The wiſe, the good, the noble, and the fair! 
Short is the date unhappy Wit can boaſt, 
A blaze of glory in a moment loſt. 4 
Fortune, ſtill envious of the great man's praiſe, 
\ Curſes the coxcomb with a length of days. 
so (Hector dead) amid the female choir, - 
Unmanly Paris tun'd the ſilver lyre. 
Attend, ye Britons, in fo juſt a cauſe, 
"Tis ſure a ſcandal to with-hold applauſe; . 
Nor let poſterity reviling ay, 
Thus unregarded Fenton pafs'd away! 
Vet it che Muſe may faith and merit claim 
(A Muſe too juſt to bribe with venal fame), | 
Soon ſhalt thou ſhine “ in majeſty avow'd; 
As thy own goddeſs breaking through a cloud“. ro 
Fame, like a nation-debr, though long delay d, 
Wich mighty intereſt muſt at laſt be paid. 
Like Vinci's + ſtrokes, thy verſes we behold, 
Correctly graceful, and with labour bold. 
At Sappho's woes we breathe a-tender figh, 
And the ſoft ſorrow ſteals from every eye. 
Here Spen'er's thoughts i in ſolemn numbers roll, 
Here lofty Milton ſeems to lift the foul, 
There fprightly Chaucer charms our hours away 
With ſtories quaint, and gentle roundelay., 
NMuſe! at that name each thought of pride recall, 


8 link how foon the wiſe d glorious fall 
. * Fenton'« $ Epiſtle to Southerne. H. | 

+ Leonardi da Vinci, N. 
Wy 
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.MISCELL ANY POEMS, 

0 . though the Siſters every grace impart, 

To ſmooth thy verſe, and captivate the heart: 

What though your charms, my fair Cleora, ſhine 

Bright as your eyes, and as your ſex divine: 

Vet ſhall the verſes and the charms decay, 

The boaſt of youth, the bleſſing of a day 

Not Chaucer's beauties could {urvive the rage 
Of waſting Envy, and devouring Age: 

One mingled heap of ruin now we fee ; 

Thus Chaucer is, and Fenton thus ſhall be ! 


T WW wn  OÞ- S r * 
"4:7 MR n AR T K. 


O move the ſprings of nature as we pleaſe, 
To think with ſpirit, but to write with eaſe; 
With living words to warm the conſcious heart, 
Or pleaſe the ſoul with nicer charms of art; 
For this the Grecian ſoar'd in Epic ſtrains, 
And ſofter Maro left the Mantuan plains : 
Melodious Spenſer felt the lover's fire, | 
And awful Milton ſtrung his heavenly lyre, 
Ti vours, like theſe, with curious toil to trace 
The powers of language, harmony, and gracc; ; 
How Nature's ſelf with living luſtre ſhines, 
How judgement ſtrengthens, and how art refines ; 
How to grow bold with conſcious ſenſe of fame, 
And force a pleaſure which we dare not blame; 
To charm us more through negligence than pains, 
And give cn life and ag ion to the ſtrains: 


JJ ̃ 
ech by ſome law, whoſe powerful impulſe guides 
Nach happy ſtroke, and in the ſoul prefides ; 
Some fairer image of perfection given 
T' infpire mankind, itſelf deriv'd from heaven, 

O ever worthy, ever crown'd with praiſe, 
Zleſt in thy life, and bleſt in all thy layvs! 
Add that the diſters every thought refine, 
Gr ev'n thy life be faultleſs as thy line; 
Yet Envy ſtill with fiercer rage purſues, 
Obſcures the virtue, and defames the Muſe. 
A ſou! like thine, in pains, in grief reſign'd, 
Views with vain {corn the malice of mankind : 
Not critics, but their planets, prove unjuſt: 
And are they blam'd who fin becauſe they muſt > 
Yer fare not ſo mult all peruſe thy lays ; 
I cannot rival — and yet dare to praiſe, 
A thouſand charms at once my thoughts engage, 
Japphe s {oft ſweetneſe, Pindar's warmer rage, 
S$aiius free vigour, Virgil's ſtudious care, 
And Homer's force, and Ovid's eaſier air. 
do ſeems ſome picture, where exact deſign, 
And curious pains, and ſtrength, and ſweetneſs join; 
Where the free thought its plealing grace beſtows, 
And each warm ſtroke with living colour glows ; 
Soft without weakneſs, without labour fair, 
Wrought up at once with happinels and care! 
How bleſt the man that from the world removes, 
To joys that Mordaunt *, or his Pope, approves ; 
Whoſe taſte exact each author can explore, 
And! live the preſent and paſt ages o'er ; 


Ear! of Peterborough, conq ueror of Valencia, D. 
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303 MISCELLANY PO ENS. 
Who, free from pride, from penitence, or ſtrite, 
loves calmly forward to the verge of life: 

Such be my days, and ſuch my fortunes be, 

To live by reaſon, and to write by thee ! 

Nor deem this verſe, though humble, a diſgrace 
All are not born the glory of their race: 

Vet all are born t' adore the great man's name, 
And trace his footſteps in the paths to fame. 

The Muſe, who now this early homage pays, 
Firſt learn'd from thee to animate her lays : 

A Mule as yet unhonour'd, but unſtain'd, 

Who prais'd no vices, no preferment puny 
-Unhiaſs'd or to cenſure or commend, 

| Who knows no envy, and who griev es no friend; 
Perhaps too fond to make thoſe virtues known, 
And fix her dame immortal on uy. on. 


10 . OF ORANGE, 
ON HIS PASSING THROUGH o xo 
SW 11s RETURN FROM BATH®, 
BY MR. HART E. 


A T lengrh, i in pity to a nation's prayer, 


Thou liv'ſt, O Nailau, Providence's care ! 
Life's ſun, which lately with a dubious ray _ 
| Gare the laſt yleams of a ſhort, glorious day, 
Again with more than noon-tide luſtre burns; 
The dial brightens, and the line returns. ä 


From the © Epithalamia Oxonienſia, KC, 1734. K. 


TO THE PRINCE OF ORANGE. 209: 


Some cuardian power, who o'er the fate vl 
| Whole eye unerring Albion's welfare guides, 
Taught yonder ſtreams with new-felt force to flovyy 
And bade th' exalted minerals doubly glow. _ 
Thus cold and motionleſs Betheſda ſtood, 

Till heavenly influence brooded o'er the flood. 
Lo, while our iſle with one loud pan rings, 
Equal, though ſilent, homage Iſis brings; 
Hets is the ak of Reaſon, not of Art, 
Words of the mind, and actions of the heart 


| And ſure that unbouglit praiſe which Lear aing brings. 


Outweighs the vaſt u that deafens Kings; 
For ſouls, ſupremely ſenſible and great, 
See through the farce of noiſe, and pomp of Rate; 
Mak when the fools huzza, or wiſe rejoice, 
And judge exactle between found and voice. 
Iail, and proceed! be arts like ours thy cate, 
Nor flight thoſe laurels thou wert born to wear : 
Adorn and emulate thy glorious line, 
Take thy forefathers worth, aad. give them thine, 
Bleſt with each gift thet human hearts can move, | 
In ſcience bleſt, but doubly bleſt in love. 
Power, Beauty, Vitue, dignity thy choice, 
Eac!: public ſuffrage, and cach private voice. = 
WaLTER HakTE*®, M. A. of St. Mary Hall. 
Io what has been ſaid of Mr. Harte in p. 202, may be 
added, that he inferibed ſome © Divine Poems” in 1727 to 
the Rey, Mr. H:!drop, matter of Marlborough ſchool, under 
om he received his education. N. | : 
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EPISTLE TO MR. WHALEY *, . AT POPLAR, 


Cars. Jely 21 1730. 
| Wien you, mv friend, on Poplar's thore 1cccive 
The every bliſs that man can aſk or have, 

A: worthy Nelly's 1 hoſpitable feat _ 

In learned caſe trom London's duſt retreat; 
Accept theſe lines which fond affection drew, 
ATheſe lines which friend ſhip told me long. weite due; 
While I, far diftetent ſcenes condemn'd to bra: , 
Muſt the dull round ot college-duties ſhare, _ 
Fortune her favourite of ſuch loads has eas'd, 
Not plagu'd with Logic, not by Euclid teas 'd; 
Whate'zr 15 gav, magniß cant, police, 
Unalk'd flows in, ond courts you to delight, 
Here Greenwich domes in POmpous order-1ife, © 
Their far-ſtretched Been invite the rav iſh'd eyes 
There roll your river's wide extepded war es, 
That on its fide uncrewded Acets receives. 
See! ſhips, adorn'd with cither Iadia's freight, 
Vnloat their treaſures at their maſter's fect, 
And confluent ſtores of utmoſt nations meet. 
45 In theic rich product on our Thames are ſcen 
Arabia, Turkey, China, and Japan. 

Thus you to freſh delights each morn awake, 
Perhaps in park your evening fieſco take, 
Now cheer with verſe each ſolitary grove, 
And conlecrate the fong to Liberty, or Love. 

* Probably by kis friend Mr. (afterwards Dr.) Davies. D. 

i. An Ea! India Captain. N. | 

3 


Ol 


3 


—7 


EPISTLE TO MR. WHALEY. 311 
Oh! happy thou! whom Pleaſure's eaſy joy 
And Learning thus alternately employ; 
Whatever taſks thy buſy mind engage, | 
The Greek, the Roman, or the Modern page, 
\Whatever part of Claſſic ground you tread, | 
The ſage Hiſtorian, or the Poet read; 
0: 0n thy maps with ſtudious pleaſure gaze, 
View Ganges, Nile, the Danube, or the Maeſe, | 
And fingle out the track that leads to India's ſeas. 
No you enjoy the friend, whoſe every thought 
Traels have poliſh'd, and experience taught; 
Methüinks I overhear the friendly chat 
0: Pckin, Siam, Agra, or Surat; 
\Wlil- Nelly tells of diſtant countries paſt, 
Runs o'r in happy talk the fartheſt Eaſt, - 
How armies thunder on the banks of Ind, 4 
How lavage Hottentots debaſe mankind; _ 
NEWS WW here Batavia's ſtately bulwarks ſtand, 
Where Holland founds oa plunder its command, 
And Britith blood enrich'd Amboyna's land. 


N A YOUNG LADY'S WEEPING AT OROONOKO, 
FROM WHALEY'S FIRST COLLECTION. 


T Farte's approach, ſee Oroonoko moan 
Imoinda's fate, undaunted at his own; 
Dropping a generous tear Lucretia ſighs, 
And views the hero with Imoinda's cy es. 
Wen the prince ſtrikes, who envies not the deed ? * 
To be o Wept, who would not wiſh to bleed? > = 
. . 
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TO A GENTLEMAN, 
IN LOVE WITH A NEGRO WOMAN, 
iV 1M1ITATION OF HORACE, BOOK 11. ODE Iv. 
BY MR. (AFTERWARDS DR.) SNEYD DAVIES, 
 DLUSH not, dear Sir, your flame to . 
Your fable miſtreſs to approve; 
Your paſhon other breaſts have known, 
And heroes juſtify your love. 
Ev Ethiopian beauty mov'd, 
Perſeus was clad in martial arms; 
And the world's Lord too feeble prov 4 


For Cleopatra's jetty ® charms. | A 
w hat though NO fickly white and red, | ( 
With ſhort-1 v'd pride adorn the maid 2 
Tus deeper vew its leaves ne'er thed, | 
lle roſes and while lilies fade. 
VV hat though no conſcious bluſh appear, | | 
| The ti incture of a guilty Kin; 
Her's is a colour that will wear, ; 


Ard honeſt black ne'er harbours ſin. 


 FFhink' thou ſuch blood in flaves can roll, 
Ihink'ſt thou ſuch lightnings can ariſe, 
Such power was lodg'd to pierce the foul, 
In vulgar and pleberan eyes? 


No, Sir, by air, and form, and drefs, 
* Fuſca, of uncommon race, 5 
No doubt an Indian princeſs is; 
And ſwarthy kings her lineage grace. 
An epithet net uſually applied to Cleopatra, N. 


Such rb 


HORACE, BOOK n. ODE IV. 3.3 


Such decent modeſty and wt ! 
But, leſt my rapture be ſuſpected, 
_ Ceaſe, prying jealous lover, ceaſe, 
Nor judge the Mufe too much affected. 


Me paler Northern beauties move, 
| My boſom other darts receives ; 
Think not Ill toaſt an Indian love, 
While F iclding or a 1 lives: | 


= = E R I 8 
WRITTEN. 18 THE SUMMER-HOUSE®* WHERE. 
5!1R RICHARD STEELE WROTE Hs CONSCIOUS LOVERSGs 


QURE this is more than Claſſic ground I tread, 
All Vindus ſeems to bloom around my head. 

Wake then, my Muſe; what Ivre can lie unſtrung, 

In ſhades where Phoebus, or where Steele hath fung ? 2 

A Cymberton each gaudy tulip ſhows, 

And each gay bed 1s throng'd with lacquey beaux. 

In each fair plant young Bevil greets my eyes, 

And Indiana! in each ans ſighs. 


V E * 9 6 
WRITTEN IN THE SAME SUMMER-HOUSE, 
AS BELONGING TO CAPTAIN NELLY, 
0 ara ! who would tempt the ſtormy main, 
That thus retir'd could live in caſe? 


Who d ſcorch beneath the line for gain, 
And quit the verure of theſe trees? 


* The ſame, probably, in which stecle laboured aſter tho 
ph. lophey” 5 Kone, as mentioned . N vol. IV. p. 8. N. 
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| 214 m- ISCELLANY 
_ What weightieſt ingots &er can pay 
The abſence of that curling vine ? 


What ſparkling diamond's brighteſt ray 


Yon pearly dew-drop can out- thine? 


_ Who ed ſtand the angry lightning? $ blaze, 


Or the hoarſe thunder's terrors bear, 


That on thoſe weli-rang'd greens could gaze, 
That yon harmonious birds could heat ? 


| Theſe harmleſs joys, thefe ſafe delights, 


The wretched anxious miſer flies; 


_ While China's wealth his toi! invites, 


And India ſparkles in his eyes, 
Far nobler views good Nelly move ; 
Himſelf of happineſs ſecure, 

He ſtill o'er ſtormy teas can rove, 


And the fun's ferceſt heats endure + 


While for his ſon are al his cares, 
For him alone he quits his reſt; _ 
The boon of Heaven to his pravers, 

The dear eflect of wedlock bleſt. 


This only is his great defign, 


That, from the wealth his labours raiſe, 


Plenty with learning may combine, 
To bleſs his offspring's future days. 


POEMS, 


E 0 


ON THE DEATH OF KING WILLIAM, 
| „ THE INAUGURATION or curl ax RB“. 
BY W .PULTENEY, Ie. AFTERWARDS FARL oF BATH +. 


G ALLIC A vicinas urdant dum ſigna per arces, 
Cinctus inaccelsa Belga palude tremit: 
antes udo firmat munimine turres, | 
* Valla tuentur aquæ, valla tuentur aquas: 
Anna, lares dubios, bona, protegis; Annaz Batavi 
Uxurgis terror præſidiumque ſoli. 
Hos quondam afſerun juſtis Naſſovius armis, 
Et Gallium refugos egit anhelus equos. 
de truſtta: fato tandem meliore, caducis 
Alternam Belgis, Anna, rependis opem. 
Sic abſens Martem ſecurà movit in auli, 
Fudit ct hoſtiles Virgo Britanna duces.. 
od tua præſidium non Belgis arma, ſuiſque 
Foa devit Auriaci cuſpis, Eliſa dedit. 
GUL. PULTENEY, dis Chriſti Sup. Ord. Conn. : 


From © Pietas Univerſitatis Oxonienfis in Obitum au- 


mi Regis Galielmi III. et Gratulatio in eropcatifümam 


lecenttñmæ Anna Reginæ Inaugurationem. Oxonii. 1702. K. 

+ The verſes ſpoken in the year 1702 by Mr. Polteney 
0. Chritt Church to Queen Anne” (inſerted vol. III. p. 316.) 
M1 now be aſcertained to have been the production of th's 
000.0 writer. The date of the preſent poem, and the College, 


OMA A gree to prove his | right to the other. In the Oxford 
verles on the death of the Duke of Glouceſter, 1.500 fg is a 5 


oy fubſcribed D. Pu ur RN AY (Lord Bath's brother, „after- 


Wards a writer in“ The Craftſman”) who is buried in the 


8 
Chhyſters of W eſtminſter Abbey, with an elegant inſcription 
vi; iQ; NM. N. £5546 7 14 0 
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316 NIS CELL AN v POEMS. 


To 20 EOS e 
wirn THE FIRST NUMBER or «Tue STUDENT #,? 

6 I, or am I not impepdsst, 

In begging vou to accept“ The student * 
Here lies the point—1f good, no wonder— | 
But how. you hoax us, if we blunder ! | 
« Dame Oxford muſters all her friends, 

Each duteous ſon aſſiſtance lends; 

All, all encourage him to print on, | 

Alumn' Weſtminſt', et Alumn' Winton", 

The Chartreux' ſons, and ſons of Eton, 8 
(Thanks for my frank, and rhyme, to Clavion 4 
No wonder poor © Syl. Urban's” beaten — 55 
This will be ſaid, Sir, if we ſhine— N 

Nut if we write one faulty line, 
How will the critics then beſpatter 

With foul reproaches. Alma Mater!“ 

How does this anxious thought perplex me, 


How would my own imprudence vex me, 
Should I her nakednets diſcover, 8 8 
And you ſhould fight, who once did love her 45 


= Or « Ox. xd and Cambridge Miſcellany * a per.odical 
publication ſet on foot by Bonnell Thoruton, M. B. Student 
of Chriſt Church, in the year 1750, and continued through 
that and the ſecceeding year. IS 

; + The Right Hon. Richard C! ayton, Eſc. at that time 
Member of Parliament for the Borough of Wigan; promo: 
ted afterwards (in the year 1764) to the Chief Juſticeſhip of 
the Common Pleas in Ireland. He died in 1779. | 


1 


10 A YOUNG LADY, 
ON DRAWING HER FOR A VALENTINE. | 
* THE SAME. 


Joo night the happy lot was mine, 
To draw you for my Valentine; 
Dame Fortune, to my wiſhes kind, 
lenceforth II ſwear 's no longer Mink 
For well the ſportive Goddeſs knew, 
How long my heart has beat to you: 
w nat Chance ordains, let Reaſon then approve, 
Aad both conſpire to blets wok mutual love! 
Feb. 15, 725 | | 


STANZAS, TO THE SAME LADY. 
r. nn 

— Fagge con pictd chi nen $ * arrefla 

Seng aitrai pena: ede [ano config lo 


700 {ajciar 9 che tener non Punt. | NE 
| & Pas rox Fibo, Atto I. Scen. 1I. 


* Es, I remember, and with pride repeat 


The rapid progreſs which our friendſhip Knew! 


Ev a at the firſt with willing minds we met, 
And ere the root was fix'd, the branches grew 
Fortune in vain oppos'd her ſtrong barrier; 
Nor thou by intereſt ſway' d, nor IO eraw'd by fear. 


* To the adinicers of poetry it may not be neceſſary w. 


| ©v!rrvs that this is a quotation from Whitchead. x.. 
5 „„ | © With 
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| V ith ſenſe, with ſentiment, I ſaw thee bleſt,. 
With taſte, with genius' brigliteſt, kindlieſt ray: 
* Thy mind was Virtue bv the Graces qreſt a, LY 
Thy form how faultleſs —that let others "he 
e T admire ſuch merit that I dar'd pretend, (Friend. 
Thou ſaw'ſt with partial eyes, and bade me call thee 


 Whence then this dire reverſe? why alter'd now 5 
Eftrang'd why fled'ſt thou the molt bleft of men! 
Why lours reſentment on the beauteous brow ? 
Why ſtopp' d th' effuſions of thy poliſh'd pen? 
In vain, alas! in vain thou didſt pretend, 
Dey it not, raſh Maid) to bid me call thee Friend, 
| 1756. 5 


To THE SAME. BY THE SAME 


Tu te ne wa; mis Sole, 42 ia qui re/o 


Senza il diving tus chiaro ſplendor, 
Certo rimedio ad egni min dolore, 


4 e ſetelte, non eh' affiitte e * 


Ma fe pieta nel tuo bel Fette on- 
Ha lico alcun, Ti raccomand» i] core, 
Che Teco wien : poichs P ba fatto Amore 
Serve a : Te fd, a me ribellb infejio. 
| FEES IG, nel Sonetto iv, 


TOR ſoft complaint, nor heaving ſigh, 

Can give this Iabouring breaft reliet; 

Nor tear oft ſtarting from the eye : 
„ ot vulgar grief! 


Lord Lyttelton, Ex ptaph h on his * ie, N. 
To 


15 A vouNG J. Ap. 


Too deep the wound, too keen the ſmart ; 
It Nature's ufual aid denmics : 

Still as the blood wells from the heart, 
Your image ſtill freſh drops ſupplics. 


Can Time, with flowly creeping Fee, 
That fatal image ſical away? 
So long as“ Memory holds a place 
In this frail globe,“ 'twill ne'er decay. 
Can Abſence, in its duſkieſt cloud, 
Fir veil for that lov d image find? 
Ah no! can local Abſence ſhroud 
What's ever preſent to the mind? 


Can different forms within this breaſt a 
Such dear ideas raiſe anew ?— Bs 
Vain hope! the faireſt, lovelieſt, beſt, 

| Are faint reſemblances of You. 


Where ſhall I fly? what power addreſs 
To cafe the poignant woes I prove? 
Will Reaſon fpeak my foul to peace ? 
Ab! what is Reaſon's uſe in love? 
Say, will the letter'd page ſupply. 
It's friendly, philoſophic aid? 
The letter'd page paints to my eye 
In tints too ſtrong the fud'ors maid, 
Win the dull commentators lore 
It's opiate to my thoughts diſpenſe 2 
The contraſt ſhews me, whillt I pore, 
Your {vely comments, ſprightly ſenſe, 
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wit Muſie ſooth my troubled mind 


(Which once ſooth'd Saul's) with * 2 
Not all the powers of ſound combin'd 
Vie with the muſic of that tongue. 


Shall I the Pencil's aid invoke, 
The landſcape's varied ſcene to trace? 
This but recalls YouR pencil's ſtroke, 
Guided by Gentus, Taſte, and Grace. 


42 there in Nature, or in Art, 
No ſovereign medicine, ſtrong to heal P: 
No balſam powerful to impart 
A cure to all the pangs I feel? 


Let then REL1G10N, heavenly gueſt! 
A ſpirit pure in me renew, 

And touch with hallow'd ire my breaſt ; 
For God alone ſucceeds to vou! 
1756. 


THE HAPPY BARD. BY To B. 


0 34%: happy i is the Bard 
Whole book no man peruſes! 


Thus free from all regard 
He thinks on 't what he chuſes. . 
Happy Bard! 

No one can cenſures raiſe; __ | 
Since none are like to hare it 


' Bur friends, that needs muſt praiſe 
- Becauſe to them he gave it, 


Happy Bard! 
No 
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THR HAPPY BARD. 100 
Na thumbs its leaves debaſe, | 
All hands to it are Finder; | 
His ſhelf it ſtiil may grace, "OO 
An honour to the binder. 


2 — * — — * * 
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TIO 1 Eon Happy Bard! 
No fears to loſe this fred 
Can give its owner ſorrow, 
Since he need never lend 
What no one w ants to borrow. 
e Nappy Bardi 
In ſearch of rarities ; 
If he 's the country rak! ing, 
What rarity can pleaſe | 
Like one of his own makivg ? „„ 
e Happy Bard! 
T © Bo 8 hears, ” | 
| Nor zen lous critics ſnarling; 
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No rival bard appears 
To envy him his darling. 


Happy Bard! 


He. reſts ſecure from ſuch 

As, *tpitc of proiubiions, 
+0; Irith, Scotch, or Dutch 
Still pirate falſe editions. 5 
Happy Bard! 
None with vexations fare, | 
Nor e anger {row hims 
No 7 Kink vay for tc ar. - 5 

Of gracing his next poem, 

| Happy Bard! 
Vn. VII. 1 3 He, v 


K MISCELLANY POEMS. 
He en find in his retreat 

No noiſy fops purſuing ; 

No crowds preſs in to eat, 


And yes. pad and ruin. K 
V Happy Bard! 
ne nee nd out 


So twect a fituation, 
Who is there but muſt love 
= Private publication? 50 1» 

en ee Happy Bard! 


TE O MR. 1 A ese v NT 
0 us *® JEDGEMENT OF VENUS.” 
FROM n AMMON D'S COLLECTIOS 
ARCOL RT! fo Meakng are they Lav 


| So charming is thy lvre; 
Th iat ſome have robb'd thee ot thy ovaith, 
Aud falſelz call: & thee PRIOR. 


* * 
- The 


Simon Harcourt eſq; of whom tee vol. III. r. 313. Hi F 
verſes to Mr. Pope are in the Englith Poets, vol. XXXII. ay 
P. XXII.— IIIs “ Judgement of Venus“ has been fo unaverli- 

* crſdered as Prior's, that they have been adopted oc 
the Envlifh-Foets, vol. XXXI. p. 229. 1 very much dor 8 
whether even. « '{he Female Phaeton, (Ib. p. 22% l 
mi not alſo be by Ir. Harcourt, though Mr. Walpole, p 4 
lone vertes to the Putcheſs of Queentherry, has within the - 
few years called her “ Prior's . Perhaps the #4 Ss 
| imeaded by the couctudivg word of the following Epigr Ol + 
„ 8 3. 


TO MR. HARCOURT. 257 
The flowing ſtyle, the harmony, 
With ſuch ſucceſs did pleaſe, 
With joint conſent did all agree, 
That it was PrIOR's caſe. 
Thus when we 'd fill the trump of fame 
Or praiſe an caſy Muſe; 
A PR1OR's or a HARC@URT' $ name 
Promiſcuoufly we 'll uſe: 
| Diſdain not to be rank'd with Him, 
Nor drop fo fair a claim; 
Though chance his lays may brighter ſeems. 
Thine 's Yure the brighteſt, dame, 
At once with wonder and delight, | 
His Emma we admire, © 


5 0 et Emma never was ſo bright, 
To tt the world on fire 1“ 


0 fect you lung, fo high you roſe, | 
That you could rife no higher, 1 


The ca ſe, the heavenly rapture ſhows, 
An angel did talpire. | 


2 3 
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* Tue Grove“ N have been the ficſt cauſeof its s having 
cen ſo aſcribed: | 


TO M RN. HARCOURT.. 

9CCASIONED BY HIS VERSES TO LADY c. MYDE. 

Dear Stat, by Wits extoll'd, by Wits ery'd down, > 

Fach way become the Proverb of the Town! 

*.To:RQT.I vs + bear with ſucceſs aſpire 

"© The frond place by merit you acquire, 1 

„But he, wh wrote the Verſes, mull be Prton.” N. 
5 A ne of © The Female Phaeton,“ which gives coun- 

Vance te the cenie une in . vr. N. den 
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Lou ſing, how Kneller's art is ſhow n, 
In Ranelagh's bright eyes; 
And how curs'd Jealouſy brought down. 
Bright Venus from the ſkies. | 


In every nymph, you ſay, ſhe ſpx 'd 
Some feature of her own; | 
| | Bur when the faw the Goddeſs Hy de, | 
She there found all in OXE. 


| So bright her eyes, fo ſtrong their flame, WE 
She ſees, and does o'crcome : = 
Vet enus ſaw, and was o'crcame *, 1 


And curs'd her haplefs doom : 


She eriev d ſhe left the Gods hoy e, : 
Io be by men out-done; -— 
| An! chat the heavenly Queen of Love 905 
Should be on earth outſhone. 
| Let Venus pack again to Heaven, 
| Nor envy we her bliſs, 
Her Hyde to us below 1s given, 
Tis Heaven where'er the is. 
Let none attempt the mighty theme, 
But Harcourt's Mute, or Prior; 
De vouring vultures torture him, 
Who ſtole celeſtial tire. 


Are there not thunderbolts above, 
Io check their Titan's pride ? 
| Let Phidias oply carve a Jove, 
Ang Harcourt praife a Hy de. 


his ſhould have bn cy 'ercome,” had not ye me r over 
one . oh 


YOUTH 


YOUTH, ADDRESSED TO A 1. ADY. 


BY M R. 1. 


IN v. 01 ru, my dear, vou often Fs 
Our every action 's vain ; ; 
That all our thoughts are fix'd on toy thy - 
Ant hurrying paſſions. reigh. 


Belinda, yes, too oft, I ow n, 
Vour apophthegm is true; 
But, vet, from sd cenſure ſave 
* wiſcly- acting few. e 
. ould vou, I atk, the change approve, 
Aud think on YoU TH no more? | 
Would vou forſake my fondling arms, 
For huggs from dry threeteore ? 
_ Witdom, indeed, afſiſts the flame, 
But never kindles fire; 
TI i YOUTH alone fot: love a- light, 
And rages with detire. 


hut, ſtill, when Senſe unites with Y OUTH,. 
And both together ſtrive, | 
A lalting ame is ſure preduc'd, 
For Senſe Keeps Love alive. 
And, O Belinda, tis to vou 
_ Nv verſe I now addrets, 
: Be ecnuſe vour charms and heaven form Q Y OUTH 
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0 MISCELLANY PoORrMs. 
No Muſe's aid, nor heavenly pow cr, 
Il eve pray'd t'aſſiſt in this; 


If you approve your Poet's lays, 
Reward him with—a ib. 


A110 YLNT L E w 1 SH 
* * * 1 EDITOR 


H ow ple the man who lives retir'd 

i From all the troubles of the Great; 

| W hoſe foul ambition neter inſpir'd | 
To ſeek a more cxalted ſtar? ! 


| Whoſe generous ſoul, diſdaining w ealth, 

(Ho rarely we ſuch virtue find!) 

Defires no more than perfect health 
Of body, join'd with peace of mind. 

To Hi who all his wants ſupplies, 
And every call of nature pays, 

Fach morn his conſtant offerings riſe 
Replete with gratitude and Praitè. 


Ile, bleſt without the pride of ſtate, 

Views Nature calmly as ſhe grows; 

And to the man that 's crcft by fate 
With cheartut heart his mite beſtows- 


+ His low eſtate ne e dreads the ſtroke 
W hich wealth and grandeur oft attends; 
The ſtorm which nods the mountain oak 
The lowlier bramble rarely bends. 
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T hus he, fecure from all diſtreſs, _ 
_ Glides calmly through this earthly ſtage; 
No anxious cares his mind oppreſs, 
In him no boiſterous paſſions rage. 
No envious thought his foul diſmays, 
No dire miſchance his boſom fears; 
CONTENTMENT gilds with peace his days, 
Ilis nights with balmy Number chears. 


| Oh ! be. this ſweet Dovirement minc ! 
Retirement cxown'd with calm repoſe ; - 
$i 1 ke World 1 'd chearfully reſign, = 
| And all the pop which Grandeur, knows, 1 
1762. . | 


A MI DNIGHT S0 LILO du x. 
BY ＋ „ D 7 R. 


YURELY a more than uſual gloom O erppte ads 1290 
The fable We of the frowning clouds, 
Adding more ſolemn horrors to the night ! 
No triendly gar contributes to the caſe TO - 
Ot travellers belated; Cynthia's ſeit, 
Nocturnal Sovereign of the fair expanſe, | 
Conceal'd behind the covert of a claud, _ * 
Withdraws ber rays N fi rom the world, 
And Darkneſs only reigns ; fave frorx the top 
Of vonder tottering tower, a pg ing ik 
At diſtance ſeems to ſhed a doubtful light !— 
A time this, ſuited to my lonely thoughts. 
Here may I give my melancholy vent, 


Amid the gloomy coveit of the grove, 1 
Y 4 e Ne 


528 MISCELLANY POEMS. 
How great the blifs, thus uncontin'd to roam, 

hilft all the world around fecurely fleeps! 

Thus, free as air, to ſeareh each inmoſt thought, 

1 ninterrupted by the bufy throng 0 

Ot prying mortals ! Here the foul may ſoar, 

On Contemplation' s wings, beyond the ſpheres, 
Beyond the narrow limits of the world, 

And view in thought the ſpacious realms of Hear en? 
But tee, the filrer regent of the night, 

Freed from the clouds, vouchiates to chear my y foul, 
And diihipate the melancholy gloom ! 
Teach me, Great FATHER ! to improve the thought! 
Difpel the miſt of ignorance, which veils 

Thy bright effulgence ! Fit me for the dav, _ 
Men HE * who was, and is, and is to come, 
In full meridian blaze ſhall judge the world; 
That, whenſoc'cr the ſalemn trumpet found, 
I readily may anſwer, Lord, 1 come 
1762. 


A SOLILOQUY, BY THE EDITOR. 
 0CCASIONED BY A REMARKABLE FCLIPSE OF THE zus. 


E. 8. gur CE IN PR ME. airy we view 
"Thinc efficacious power! enraprur'sd tec 
The Planets roll obedient to the WoRbD, : 
Which fpake them into being !—Happicft change! | 
W hence flow revolving Scafons!—Day and Night, 
$ ring, Summer, Autumn, Winter —cach in turn 
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A 580 LII. o x. 329 
Advancing on the other - Copious held 
hf Meditation ! whence the enmous few _ 
Leſs frequent objects ſeek !—the paths explore 
Of devious Comets: or, with cager eye, 
Survey th' ECLIPSING Planetary Orbs !— 
But ſee '—alrcady o'cr the trembling Eartly 
The thades of Darkneſs glcam ! ll more and more 
The Light decreafes : whilſt the viſual nerves 
T' unutual ſight oppreſies !—Thou, my foul, 
Lowly adore that ALL-SUFFICIENT POWER, 
Which fixes Nature's limits !—Still the ſame, 
Though ever varying, the capacious ſcene !— 
Nor deem it light or trivial, that the courſe- 
do regularly changes: till, throughout, 
Stupendous fhanes th' OdNIseIEN T's evaſcleſs carey 
More ve from Regularity! 
Nor join the weak, the fuperſtitious train, 
Whom theſe celeftial movements terrify 
With apprehenſions dire! whoſe boding minds 
From thence forctell the worſt calamities— _ 
Wars, Earthquakes, Famine, Peſtilential Death 
dure ſign of guilt or folly Shun the Are puck — 
Yo fearful « cares torment the virtuous breaſt 
There all is calm and happy; there the hand, 
Wich hurls its lighening through the vaulted bie, 
Imprints tranquiHlity — And fee! the Moo“ 
Now feems to thift her ſtation ; now the Light, 
Slowly emerging, charms again the foul 
Of every glad ſpectator — Hence arife 
More pleaſing thoughts!--Hence copious Remes of 
Pralle ! — | Oh!? 
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Go MISCEELANY POEMS. 
Oh! rightly uſes them then, ye ſons of men; 
Diſpel the miſts which clog the heaven- mo mind, 
And re-Hlumine every ſpark of grace! 

And you, ye gayer race, ve infſidels, 

Who dare deny th' Fxiftence of a Gon, 
Behold his mighty wonders; and confeſs 

THe LoRD OMNIPOTENT, who thus comrots 

Each Conftellation! own rhe fovereign rule 

Of Heaven's ETERNAL MONARCH, whoſe command 

Bias Earth, Seas, Skies, to tremble! por refuſe 

To feel Conviction! leſt a little while 

Re-kindle all his wrath '—Then, then, in vain 

You vent vour ſorrows! No impending mount 

Can mield you from Deſtruction I But the pangs 

Dr TH, unutterable, wan the hour, 

And endle % rorments clofe the horrid icene ! 1 
April „ 17 - 6.4. 


A PASTORAL BALLAD. 
* 1 11 * 1 SA 
© Wy my Fair- one, the fummons of Love | 


C ries -** Awav, my dear Vot: aries, away! pe” 
Lov ey Polly, beware how you prove 
4 
The miſchances attending delav. 


See the vernal Spri ing bloom all around, 
And the meadows in verdure array'd ! 
Sce the blythe Nymphs advance o'er the g; ound, 
By the Shepherds fo willingly led?! 
2 All 


A PASTORAL BALLAD. 331 
All Creation difplays to your ſight 
The ſweet joys that on Wedlock attend; 
Happy State ! in which always unite, 
Lover, Huſband, Protector, and Friend! 
Then be wiſe, my dear Charmer, in time, 
Whilſt the Graces your perſon adorn; 
For, when once you have paſt life's gay prime, 
_ You may long live a Vi irgin forlorn! 


Bid adicu to your ill-grounded fears, 
Vour romantic and idle alarms; 
Sce the Prigſt at the altar appcars ; 
To conduct you to Corydon's arms! 
Let us haſte the ſweet bliſs to ſecure, 
We can each to the other impart; 
And, in joys which ſhall ever endure, _ 
Drive Afflction away from our heart! 
1764. 


HORACE, BOOK 1 ODE v. IMITATED. 
BY THE EDITOR 


« Quis nunc te Conn eredulus aurea 
44 Q11 ſemper vacuam, ſemper amabilem 
0 Sperat neſcius auræ 
„ Fallacis !“ 


"ELL me, Polly, tell me truth, 
Who is now the hapleſs youth, 

Degen to ſwell thy captive train, 

. hilſt he bghs, but ſighs | i vain? 5 


5 . 5 : Tell 


33s M1] $ CELLANY POEMS; 
Tell me, whoſe aFection brings 
Every tower that grateful ſprings > 
Ev boon that 's rich or rare, 
* Emblem of a jover's care? 
Wi.cn, with more than female Kill, 
Scattering death around at . ill, 
Sh ike the Cyprian 4 goddeſs, di ht 
In relplendent robes of white, 


You, to tyrraunize oer man, 
Wich contempt, diſplay your fan, 
Who can view, and net adore ? 5 
(Jove confeſſes Brauty's power — 
Yet, alas! um ße, 
: Ever loom'd a {lave to be, | 
Who, perchance, a. tile odtaine, | 
' Dear!y bought by futute pans! 
| Soon, too foon, his w gunded heart © 
Feels e onlzing ſmart! | : 
Soon, % foon, he 's plung'd, like me, 
Inu th. depths of miſery! : 
Slee pleſs nights, and days of pain, | 
Ali the trop. + Ac can gain | 
© "Spare your tears, en chantrefs; i are 
| 1 is falle a5 von are fair 
Wretched they who Bir the Foke ! 
Thanks te Heaven ! wy cha, is broke! — 
Nox w I coolnets I can think 
On the precipice's bruvk ! 
Wow can view the form y fond 
Over which L hom ſtocd; 


HORACE, BOOK 1. Dr v. 333 


Till, by gentler fate releas'd, 

All mv toils and ſorrows ccas'd !=—— 
Nou, my former cares forgot, 
Peace of mind 's my happy lot! 

And, ſhould Cupid ftrike ; _ e 
Exery dart 's cmpioy” 'din rain! 
17 765. 


rm GOLDFINCH AND RAVEN. A FABLE, 
r N EDIT o x. 


HOUGH, Calia, each delightful Grace 
Is Ramp'd on your enchanting face; 
1 Na while you ſing, your tuneful throat 
5 xcells cen Philomela' s note; | 
Though judgement, wit, and Kill refin'd 
Adorn your all-capacious mind; 
If haughty thoughts inflame vour ol, 
It damps the beauty of the whole. 
A Goldfinch once, elate with pride, 
Was w arbling near a rivulet's ſide: 
A Rayen chanc'd to fly that way, 
And lighted on a neighbouring pray; 
And as they near each other fat, 
They quickly enter'd into chat. 
The Goldtinch firſt the ſilence broke, ba 
And thus with ſcornful accent ſpoke: 
„Poor wretch! how hapleſs is your fate, 
Condemn'd to univerſal hate. 
No charm have you to gain applauſe; j 
„ Your beauty no admirer draus: 5 


| 6 And 


„And then your croaking is ſo ſad, 

« That man muſt ſurely think you mad. 
ge wiſe, to what J ſay attend; | 

« And take the counſel of a friend: 

„Quit, quit at once that beauteous ſprays 

„And fly no more in open dav 1 
The ſable mantle of the night 

« Wil ſkreen Vour hideous form from ge 
„ Had you, indeed, a voice liKe mine, 
A pipe fo exquiſitely fine, | 

A plumage fo compictely gay, 
Lou d then adorn the face of day; 

© Bur, ſince the Fates this boon denv, 

« Henceforth in darkneſs only fly.“ 


* 


Vain, ſimple wretch! (the Raven cries) 


Mou and your counſel I deſpite. 

Know, poor deluded creature, know, 

«© Your beauty 'I prove your greateſt foc, 
<+ When you, with giddy fluttering wing, 
«© Your careleſs notes ſo ſweetly fing, 
Th' inſiduous art of man prepares 
* To trap your feet in treacherous ſnares. 
VW hilſt I fecure from danger fly, 

Nor dread the Fowler's w achful eve. 

Thus fares it with the beauteous Maid, 
Who calls not Reaſon to her aid. 

I. ct that, dear Cwlia, be vour guide; 5 
By that let every thought be tried; 

So ſhell you 'ſcape the numerous arts, 
M hich men prepare for female hearts. 


* 
— 


* 1 


Cas 1 
THE INVITATION . 
Sx. TH E EDI N O R. 
Com ſprightly Sukey, come and ſee 


What pleaſures are in ſtore for thee ! ' 


. oh! come and view thy Strephon's cell, 


Where Mirth and bland Amuſement dwell; 
Where every Wood-aymph tunes her throat, 
In ſtrains reſembling Sukey's note. | 


' Where, ſmiling in the lov'd retreat, 

A theuſand Cupids take their ſeat! _ 
Where, blended with the bluſhing Roſe, 
The odoriferous Woodbine blows ! | 
| Where every ſhrub and flowering tree 

Exhales balſamic ſweets. for thec 

F. uphroſyne herſelf is here, 

| The Nymph to fTovers ever dear; 

With guardian Sylphs, whoſe magic powers 

__ Re-animate the languid hours; 

_ Whoſe only care (if care they know) 1 
ls to teach Pleaſure how to flow 


Then haſte to join the jocund train, 
And once more bleſs thy faithful Fain. 
Oh ! what can equal joys like theſe? 
The murmuring brook, the trembling breeze, 
The moſs-dlad grot, the fountain clear, 
Receive new charms, when bake * s near 


175. 


bur 
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THE LAUREL. AND TULIP. A FABLE. 
1 * Tas EDITOR 


INCE ſop' $ day s, . Girſ Infpir” d 

Inanimates with ſpeech, 
Each brute, each plant, with reaſoning nir 'd, 
Can moral lectures preach: | 
To make their leſſons ſtrike more plain, 
Dennis, true ſon of La Fontaine, 
: Illuſtrates many a well-chote theme, OS, 
In. ſtrains from Pindus' top which fiream, 
And all their native force maintain. 
A preface this; to uſher in 
The little tale I now begin. 

Within a charming ſpot of land, 

5 - Adorndd by Nature's bounteous hand, ? 
With every flower that 's fair and brigln, 
To pleaſe the ſenſe, or charm the ſight, 
Near where a ſpreading IAurel grew, 

A variegated Tulip blew. 
Twas Spring; the chariot of the Sun 
Its mid-day courſe hat ncarly run; 
 Enliven'd by the genial bluze, 
Th' expanding flowers admit his ravs; 
The Tulip too amongſt the reſt 
__ Supremely rear'd her ſtately creſt: 
One while her lovely ſelf the view a 
Aud loſt in admiration ftovod ;— 
Then, glancing quick her l 
dhe ſaw, with heart ſurcharg'd with pride. 


- A nu 


T HE LAUREL AND TULIP. 337 i 
A numerous tribe of flowers in bloom; l 
She ſaw, and imelt their ſweet perfume ;— Y 
This was a mortifying fight _ fiele, 9 
« Shall thoſe baſe flowers, which bud in wad 1 
« A more delightful tragrance yield, | 1 
bu Than one in Nature's richeſt livery dight? | 1 
Forbid it, Heaven! yon awkward Role, of 
«+ Bchold how inſolent ſhe grows, 1 
« Becauſe, forfooth, it ſmells delightful to i 9 


That Pink too glares with aſpect frightful 
Vet though their vermeil colours ſhine, 
©« What are they when compar'd to mine?“ 
Thus ſhe revil'd each neighbouring flower, E 
That caught her rancorous eve, 
Which envy, hate, and ſpleen dev our, 
In baſeſt terms of infamy.— 
The modeſt Laurel ſaw with ſcorn 
A breaft by various paihons torn 
(Though ſhe herſelf, ſo hard is fate? 
The wretch's ampleſt cenſures met: 
Her lovely garb of vivid green 
Had rais'd the vile maligner's pleen)— 
Vet, as becomes the truly wile, 
_ Compaiſtion ſtreaming in her eyes, 
75 ch generous argument the try'd, 
© quell the filly boaſter's pride, 
og reaſon'd, urg'd, and preſs'd in vainz 
The Belle exclaim'd, in high diſdain: 
Shall every little paltry tree 
* Preſume to dictate laws to me, 52 | 
„ 5 © Who 
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 & Who ſhine, of every flower the queen, 

In various hues and fpangled ſheen — 
Thus ſhe went on in angry mood, 

Inſulting and reviling; | 
 Whiltt her opponent calmly ſtood, 

Admoniſhing and ſmiling, — 
. Phoebus at length, who heard the fray, 
Withdrew each animating ray; — 
The black clouds wore a watery frown, 
And Boreas puff'& the fleet rains down. | 
The Tulip ſtill uprear'd her head, 

Till ratthug ſtorms depreſt 

Her once ſo ſtately creſt, _ 
And left the wretched caitiff dead. 

The wiſer Laurel's prudence bent, 
Pill all the tempeſt's rage was ſpent: 

On her the hatſh winds blew in vain; 

Vniazur'd by the pelting ſtorm, 
She ſoon reſumes her wonted form, 
And rears her modeſt head to grace the e Jawns ag, 
1764. 


A FABLE MODERNISED. BY THE EDITOR. 


HERE Force has fail'd, th” alluring Smile 
Can oft the human heart beguile ; . 

A maxim this as old as true; 9 

A fact which Æſop whiom knew; 

Theſe premiſes if once confeſt, 

Let a ſhort Tale ſupply the reſt. 

1 Traveller git in cloſe ſurtout, 

—Trude' d Prong bad road with wearied ſet; 


Bote 
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A FABLE MODERNIZED. 139 


Boreas and Sol, with chearful face, 
Beheld his now-declining pace: 
Both ſmil'd, yet each repin'd to ſee 
So well-clad ſuch a wretch as he: 
Sol ſoon his own emotions quell'd; 
With native choler Boreas ſwell'd. 
Jil make him doff his outer coat,” 
He cried, and ſet his winds afloat. 
Loud beats the ſtorm; the rattling hai. 
And vengeful blaſts at once aſſail; 
TH aſtounded traveller quak'd with fears 3 
Nv hoſpitable roof was ner; 
= No cot to yield a friendly ſhade; 
The trees refus'd their wonted aid 
What could he do —0n every ſide, 
With fierce attaeks of Boreas troubled, 
His coat with cloſer girdle tied, 
His former pace he nearly doubled. 
The bluſtering God of Tempeſts rav'd, 
To find his power by Mortal brav'd; 
Pierce, and more fierce, he aim'd his farce; 
The man purſued lis eager courſe 
Hard as the dreadful tempeſt blew, 
More cloſe his friendly coat he drew: 
He found it vain; and ceas'd the Arife; 
Nature again recovers life ; 
Again the Sun's effulgent ray 
Adds double vigour to the day: 
The fleeting clouds diſpers'd in air, 
His radiant-beautics ſhine more fair. ns 
5 e Charm'e 
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Charm'd at the change, with chearful note 
Our traveller loas'd his ponderous coat; 


And, glad to have eſcap'd the wind, 


Secures it in his pack behind. | 
Thus Macer, once the fcourge of courts, 
The ſcene where ſmooth-tongu'd Flattery ſports, 


When Stateſmen threaten'd, brav'd the blow, 


Himſelf a match for every foe; 
And, as Chief Judges grew leſs ſparing, 
His Satire roſe—more bald, more daring ! 


- But, where the frowns of Courtiers fail'd, 
T he Summum Be , Gold, prevail'd ; v3 


A penſton could at once efface 

Of Virtue the minuteſt tiace; 

ae d the low Tool of pwtry state, 
He {V£5—INGLORIOUSLY GREAT! . 


1765 


AN ACREONTIC. BY THE EDITOR, 


ELCOME, friendly gleam of Night, 
Form'd for revels and delight! 
ra d ſublimeſt joys to prove! 
Seaſon nt for Wine and Love !— 
Slumber ſtill, ye Sons of Care, 
Poom'd the toils of Life to ſhare ! 
Partners of my ſocial bowl, 
Wake to bliſs th' enchanted foul! 
Fill the ſparkling goblets higher 
Rouſe—oh ! rouſe—the dormant fre ! 
While the fleeting moments ſhine— 


Rich with Loy c—and rich with Wine! 5 
1765. $0 
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$SONNETS. BY w. 7. 


4 FAREWELL TO TOURS. 


O5 banks of Loire! ye fields belov'd i in vain! 
(Where ſmiling Joy, and * Fan and Friend tip". 
| _ dwell) 

Oh, every greenwood haunt! and every a 

Ve loſt, lamented ſcenes! ah, fare ye well! 

And fare ye well! ye village ſwains ſo gay, 

Who to the pipe and tabour's merry ſound, 
Done and forgot the labours of the day, 
Each with vour partner, deftly trip the ground! 


Peace to your plains ! and oh! with ſmile ſerene 
Faſt by thoſe fields for ever dwell Content! 

For Friendſhip hail'd me on your banks of green, 
And Welcome met me w hereſoe” er I went : 

Ah happy fields, where Joy and Friendihip dwell, f 

And you, ye friends, belov'd in vain, farewell!“ 


1777. 
n. ON THE DEATH OF- MISS E. A 
W HAT joy, her hoſpitable father's gueſt, 
Ott h Are 1 felt * hilſt fan Eliza ſung! | 


And, ah ! what anguiſh ſeiz'd my aching breaſt, 
When Death, ſtern tyrant, ſtopp'd that tuneful tongue! 5 


Oh, if forgetful proves this alter'd heart, 

Ne'er may the Nine my languid lays inſpire! 15 

And may thefe hands forget their deareſt art, 

Io touch the trembling ſtring, and wake the lyre“ 

| 2 3 1 | 4 
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If e' er I blot her memory from my mind, 
Miay all my fongs ſevereſt cenfure prove, 

| And Fate relentleſs ſcatter ro the wind 
Iy hopes of fame, of fortune, and of love! 
| GY as ſongſtreſs, fill the morn thall lee, , 
And watchtul eve, the tears I * for thee. 


1779+ 


189 * | 


Pork on my ſoul, ſweet Hope, thy lovely light, 
And bid avaunt to fears and phantoms dread, 
Still guide my noon-day walks, and ſtill by night + 
Watch o'er the troubled umbers of my bed: 


Andecll me ſtill, in whiſpers foft and true, 
Eugenio lives! and that the hand of Harm, 
Whilſt o'er his haplefs ifle Deſtruction blew, 

Has fpar'd his lowly cot, his little farm! 


And oh! if hallow'd Fric ndſhip's humble prayer, 

It Worth, if Virtue, Picty, and Truth 

| May move the pitying hand of Heaven to ſpare, | 
The hand of Heaven has ſpar'd the generous youth, 

In pity ſpar'd him, yet again to fre | 

And bleſs his long- loſt parents, friends, and me. 

| 1781. 


+ The ſolicitude which the writer felt when the accounl 
of the hurricane in the Welt Indies reached England, for ont 
ol his deareſt friends, who is fettled in Jamaica, occaſiorec 
the above. W. J. | GE ( 
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Weet Sleep, * tho lov'ſt, Wealth's weary ſons forgot, . 
To ſtray o'er bleak, brown heath, or rufſet moor, 
And there wilt lay thee down in ſome cold cot, 
dtretch'd on th' uneaſy pallet of the poor: 
M'hilſt painted Pride, whiltt dignify'd Deſpair, - 
And Wealth and Luxury court thy aid in vain; 
Ev'n though to woo thee to their couch of care, 
Sweet Muſic breathes her 1ofteſt, floweſt ſtrain : 
And Him, ah! ſeen too oft on Albion's ſhores, _ 
Even Him thou chief y fly'{t,, who krows to boaſt 
Of ranſack'd Earth's and Ocean's choiceſt ſtores, 
Stores worſe than ftol'n from India's wretched coail, 
Yes, Him, ſweet Sleep thou fly'ſt, thy pinions ſpread - 
Far from the reſtleſs ruflün $ golden bed! 
1781. 


ON READING THE THIRD SONNET, 
AND TAKING THE LIBERTY To TRANSCRIBE 17 FOR 
MY OWN USE, BEING UNDER THE SAME ANXIOUS 


SOLICITUDE FOR AN AMIABLE FRIEND 
NOW RESIDENT IN JAMAICA, 


WEET 3 whoſe unafſected lay | 
Charms, as I read, and ſooths my anxious breaſt, 
ny here hopes and fears alternate rule by day, 
And nightly rob me of my peaceful reſt. 


4. 4 nn | 


344 MISCELLANY POEMS. 
For, ah! like thee, fair Friendſhip's loſs I fear, 
Vet to ſuppreſs each rifing doubt I try; | 


Thy giaddening hope has gently dried the ar 
Which Love and Pity ſtarted in my eye. 


: Accept my thanks; and oh! the theft forgive, 
Since good Eugenio ſpeaks my Anna's praiſe, 
M hoe worth ſhall ever in my memory live, 
| Whoſe modeſt virtues thy eſteem would raiſe : 
And if theſe much-loy'd friends we muſt reſign, 
The bay hall deck « thy brow, the cypreſs mine. 
1787. „ e 


EXTEMPORE 


BY CHARLES DUKE O F DORSET. 
, N THE HONOURABLE SIR HENRY BELLENDINE, 
GENTLEMAN USHER OF THE BLACK ROD. 
E ſons of Bacchus, come and join 
In folemn dirge, while tapers ſhine 


- Around the grape-emboſied fine 
: Of honeſt Harry Bellendine! 


Pour the rich juice of Bourdeaux vine, 
Mix'd with the talling tears of brine, 

In full libations o'er the ſhrine 

Of honeſt Harry Bellendine ! 


'Yeur brows with wreaths of ivy twine, 
w hilſt you puſh round the ſparkling wine, 
And let your table be the ſhrine 
Ot bone Harry Bellendine 1 


"COLIN'S 
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colLI Nes MISTAKES?, 5 
N IMITATION OF. SPENSER?” 8 STYLE. f 
BY DR. SAMUEL CROXALLF4 


PAST by the banks of Cam was Colin bred : 
| Ye nymphs, for ever guard that ſacred Areas: > 
To Wimpole's woody ſhade his way he ſped: | 
Plouriſh thoſe woods, the Muſes endleſs theme By 
As whilom Colin ancient books had read, | 
Layes Greek and Roman would he oft rchearſe, 
And much he lov'd, and much by heart he ſaid, 
What Father Spenſer ſung in Britiſh verſe. 
Who reads that bard defires like him to write, 


Stil e of een ſtill . with delight. -. 
| n | 


* This Poem has been aſcribed to Mr. N and in con- 
ſequence of it printed in a ſpurious third volume of his works 
collected by one Humphrys ſome years after Prior's death. 
I am however eredibly informed that it is the production of 
Dr. Croxall. The miſtake is ſuppoſed to have ariſen from 
its being ſaid in the title-page of the original edition to be 
written by the author of an Ode addeſſed to the King, Which 
might be applied either to Croxall or Prior. N. 
| + Son of Samuel Croxall, rector of Hanworth in Middle 
lex, and Vicar of Walton upon Thames in Surrey ; in the laſt 
of which places our author was born, He received his early 
education at Eton ſchool, and from thence was admitted into 
K. John's College, Cambridge, after which he entered into 
holy orders. Having a ſtrong attachment to the whig inte- | 
reſt, he employed his pen in favour of that party during the 
atter end of queen Anne's reign. Aſter he quitted the uni- 
verlity, ke was inſtituted to the living of Hampton in Mid- 
L.eſex, and then to the united pariſhes of dt. , Somerſet, 


and | 
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Soon as Aurora had unbarr'd the morn, 

And light diſcoverx'd Nature's chearful face; F 
The ſounding clarion, and the ſprightly horn, 
Cäll'd the blythe huntſman to the * | 

Eftſoons they iſſue forth, a goodly band; 

The deep-mouth'd hounds with thunder 00 the ait, 
The fiery courſers ſtrike the riſing ſand; 
Far through the thitket flies the frighted deer 3 
Harley the honour of the day ſupports; 

His prefence glads the woods ; his orders guide the ſport: 


and St. Mary, Mounthaw, in the city of London, both 
Which he held to his death. He was, alſo chancellor, pre- 
berdary, canon refidentiary, and portionift, of the church of 

| Urieford; and in the ycar 1732 was made archdeacon of Sa- 
I lop, and chaplain in ordinary to the king. Dr. Croxall, who 
. principally governed the church during the old age of theBiſhop, 
1 | pulled down wold ſtone bu:lding of which the Antiquaty 
; Seciety had made a print, and with the materials built part 
of a houſe for his brother Mr. Rodney Croxall. He obtained 
the living ot Sellark, in Herefordihire, in February 1734 ; and 
died, at a very advanced age, Feb. 13, 1752. He was au- 
| thor. of & The Fair Circaſſian, 1520,” 4ro7 of which his 
firſt ſpecimen is in the fourth volume of this collectior 
4 p. 120; and of many excelent poems, which 1 Hope at 
ſome future period to find lefdore to collect into a volume. 
He publiſhed a collection of “ Fables of FEſop and others, 

« tran{lated into Englith, 1722; 12mo. and wrote all tht 

1 dedications prefixed to the © Select Novels,” printed for 
Watts, 1729. Dr. Croxall was alſo author of Scrip» 
ture Politccks; being a View of the original Conſtitu- 
« tion, and ſubſequent Revolutions, in the Government, 
4% Religious and Civil, of that People, out of whom tht 
«© Saviour of the World was to ariſe ; 3 a$ it is containes 
6 n the Bible, 1725 Zvo. N. 7 | 0M 
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on a fair palfrey well equipp'd did fit 

An Amazanian dame; a ſcarlet veſt, 

For aQtive horſemanſhip adaptly fit, 

laclos'd her dainty limbs; a plymed creft 
Wav'd o'er her head; obedient by her ſide 
ler friends and ſervants rode; with artful hand 
pull well knew the the ſeed to turn and guide: 
The willing ſteed receiv'd her ſoft command: 
Courage and ſweetneſs in her face were ſeated ; 

On her all ey es were bent, and all good wiflies waited. 


This ſeeing, Colin thus his Muſe beſpake : ; 
For alltydes was the Nauſe to Colin nigh,... 
Ah me, too night! © Or, Clio, I miſtake; . 
Or that bright form that pleaſerh ſo mine eye, 
ls Jove' s fair daughter Pallas, gracious queen 


Of liberal arts; with wonder and delight _ 


in Homer's verſe we read her; well I ween, 
That, emulous of his Grecian maſter's flight, 
Dan Spenſer makes the favourite Goddeſs known. 
MWhemin her graceful look fair Britomart is chown.” 
At noon as Colin to the caſtle came, 
Op'd were the gates, and right prepar'd the ub. 
Appears at table rich yelad a dame. 
The Lord's delight, the wonder of the gueſt. 
With pearls and jewels was ſhe ſumptuous deckt, x 
As well became her dignity and place; 
But the beholders mought her gems neglect, a 
To fix their eyes on her more lovely face, 
| Serene with glory, and with ſoftneſs bright: 


0 beauty ſent from Heaven to cheer the mortal fight! | 
| Sb 
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Liberal Munificence behind her ſtood; 
And decent State obey'd her high command; 
And Charity, diffuſe of native good, | 
At once pourtrayes her mind, and guides her hand. 
As to each gueſt ſome fruits ſhe deign'd to lift, 
And filence with obliging parley broke; 
Ho gracious ſeem'd to each th' imparted pet. 
But how more gracious what the giver fe 15 
Such eaſe, ſuch freedom did her deed attend, 
That every gueſt rejoic'd, exalted to a friend. 


Quoth Colin; “ Clio, if my feeble ſenſe 
Can well diſtinguiſh yon illuſtrious dame, 
Who nobly doth ſuch gentle gifts diſpenſe z 5 

In Latian numbers Juno is her name; 
Great Goddeſs, who, w ith peace and plenty crow "rd, 
b Too all that under ſky breathe vital air 
A Diffuſcth bliſs, and through the world around 
Pours wealthy eaſe, and ſcatters joyous cheer ; 

Certes of her in ſemblant guife 1 read; 

Where Spenſer decks his lays with Gloriana's deed. 0 


As Colin mus'd at evening near the wood, 

g A A nymph undrefs'd, beſeemeth, by him paſt, 

Don to her feet her ſilken garment flow'd, 

A ribbon bound, and ſhap'd, her ſlender waiſt : 
A veil dependent from her comelv head, 

And beauteous plenty of ambroſial hair, 2 
O'er her fair breaſt and lovely ſhoulders Seed; 
Behind fell looſe, and wanton'd with the air: 

F The ſmiling Zephyrs call'd their amorous brothers, 


They kite d che * waving la "Rs ing wafted it to others. 
4 | Dat 
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Daiſies and violets roſe wheree'er ſhe trod ; . 
As Flora kind her roots and buds had ſorted : 
And, led by Hymen, wedlock's myſtic god, 
Ten thouſand Loves around the nymph diſported, 
Quoth Colin, “ Now I ken the goddeſs bright, 
| Whom poets ſing : all human hearts enthrall'd 
Obey her power; her kindneſs the delight 
Of gods and men; great Venus ſhe is call &- 
When Mantuan Virgil doth her charms rehearſe; 
Belphebe is her name, in gentle Edmund's verſe.” 


Heard this the Muſe, and with a ſmile replied, 
Which ſhow'd ſoft anger mix'd with friendly love, 
« Twin ſiſters ſtill were Ignorance and Pride, 

Can we know right, till error we remove? 

But, Colin, well 1 wiſt, will never learn: _ 

- Who nen nis guide ſhall deviate from his ways 
Me to have aſk'd what thou could'ſt not diſcern | 
To thee pertain'd ; to me the thing to ſay. 

What heavenly will from human eye conceals, 

How can the Bard arcad, unleſs the Muſe reveals? 


« Not Pallas thou, nor Britomart haſt ſeen; 

When ſoon at morn the flying deer was chas'd : 
Nor Jove's great wife, nor Spenſer's Fairy Queen, : 
At noontide dealt the honours of the feaſt : 

Nor Venus, nor Belphebe, didſt thou ſpy, | 

The evening's glory, and the grove's delight. 
Hence forth, if aſk'd, inſtructed right, reply, 

That all the day to knowing mortals ſight 
Bright Ca'ndiſh-Holles-Harley “ ſtood confeſs'd, 

As various hour advis d, in various habit dreſo d.“ 


5 Lady H-nri etta Cavendiſh-Holles-Harley, married to 
Lord Har v, afterwards Countess of Oxford, daug hter of 
i" Holles Duke of Neweaſtle. D. : THE 
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5 Mrari unſheath' d his- ſaining blade, 
+>. And fix'dits point againſt his breafi, 
Then gaz'd upon the wondering maid, = 
And thus his dire reſolve expreſs" * 
4% Since, crudt fair, with cold diſdain 
Lou ſtill return my raging love, 
Thought is but madneſs, life is pain: 
And thus—at orce—I both remove.“ 
«Oh! ſtay one moment —Chloe ſaid, 
| And, tiembling, haſted to the door: 
Here, Betty—quick—a pail, dear maid; 
This nn elſe w 0 ſtain the ws © 


STANZAS, BY MR. GRAY, 
| SUGGESTED BY A vIEw OF THE SEAT AND RUINS 


"iT KINGSGATE, IN KENT, 1766. 


f 5 nor PRINTED IN 1186 WORKS, 
| EE LD, and abandon'd by clic venal friend, 

= Here Hd took the pious reſolution 
=. To finugele a few years, and ſtrive to mend 
A broken character and conſtitution. 


On this congenial ſpot he fix'd his choice; 
Earl Goodwin trembled for his neighbouring fand; 
| 3 ſcream, and cormorants rejoice, _ 
And n though fripweeck'd, fear to land. 
5 "Kar 
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ere reign the bluſtering North and blighting Eaſt, 
No tree is heard to whiſper, bird to fing; 

Yet Nature could not furnith out the feaſt, 
Art he invokes new terrors- ſtill to bring. 


Now mouldering fanes and battlements eng 

Turrets and arches nodding to their fall, 
Unpeopied monaſteries delude our eyes, 
And mimic defolation covers all. 


« Ah!” ſaid the ſighing peer,“ had Bee been true, 


Nor G 's, nor B——sgad's promiſes been vain, 
Far other ſcenes than this had grac'd dur view, 
And realis'd the horrors which we feign. 

. purg'd by the ſword, and purify'd by fire, 

Then had we ſeen proud London's hated walls; 
Owls ſhould have hooted in St. Peter's choir, 

And foxes ttunk end litter d in St. Paul's.” 


EPITAPH, AT BECKENHAN, 


ON MRS. CLARKE | BY MR. GRAY. 


O! where this filent marble weeps, 
A Friend, a Wife, a Mother, ſleeps 3 5 
A ha within whoſe ſacred cell 
The peaceful Virtues lov'd to dw alt; : 
Affection warm, and Faith ſincere, 
And ſoft Humanity, were there. 
In agony, in death, reſign'd, 


She felt the wound the left behind. 


* Wife to a phyici an at r Epſom; the ded Apr 275 1757. N. 
„ Mer 
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Her infant image, here below, 
Sits ſmiling on a father's woe; 
Whom what awaits, while yet he ſtrays 
Along this lonely vale of days? 
A pang, to ſecret forrow dear; 
A figh, an unavailing tear; 
Till Time ſhall every grief re move, 
With Lite, with Memory , and w th Lore 


VERSES TO DAVID GARRICK, ESQ. 


AT M OU 1 E DGE U MI E. 
| BY THE LATE EARL oF CHATHAM. 


LN E, Garrick, the rich landſcape, proudly gay, 


Docks, forts, and navies, brightening all the bay: 


To my plain roof repair, primeval ſeat! | 

Vet there no wonders your quick eye can meet, 

Save, ſhould you deem it wonderful to tind 
Ambition cur'd, and an unpaſſion'd mind; 


A ftateſman without power, and without gall, 
Hating no courtiers, happier than them all; 


| Bow'd to no yoke, nor crouching for applauſe, 
Vootary alone to freedom and the laws. 
Ilexds, flocks, and ſmiling Ceres deck our plain, 
And, interſpers'd, an heart-enlivening train 


Of ſportive children frolic o'er the green; | [ fcene. 


Meantume pure Love looks on, and conſecrates the 


Come, then, immortal Spirit of the ſtage, 


Great Nature's proxy, glaſs of every age 


Come, taſte the fimple life of Patriarchs old, 


W ho, rich in rural peace, ne' er ae of pomp or 


Id. 
£9 A N. 
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'HEN Peleus' fon, untaught to yield, 
Wrathful forſook the hoſtile field, 
| Nis breaſt ſtill warm with heavenly fire, 
He tun'd the lay, and ſwept the lyre, 
So Chatham, whoſe exalted foul 
Pervaded and inſpir'd the whole, 

\ here far, by martial glory led, 
Britain her ſails and banners ſpread, 
Retires (though Wiſdom's God c—— 
And ſeeks repoſe in rural ſhades : 
Yet thither comes the God confeſs“ d; 

Ccleſtial form! a well-known gueſt. 

Nor flow he moves with ſolemn air, 
Not on his brow. hangs penſive care; 
Nor ww his hand th? hiſtoric page 
Gives leſtons to experienc'd age, 

As when in vengeful ire he roſe, 

And plann'd the fate of Britam's focs, 
While the wing'd Hours obedient ſtand, 
And inftant ſpeed the dread command. 
Chearful he came, all blythe and gay, 
Fair blooming like the ſon of May 5 
Adown his radiant ſhoulder hung 

A harp, by all the Muſes ſtrung: 
Smiling he to his friend reſignꝰ d 


| This ſouther of the human mind. 


* 
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EPTLOGUE TO THE LADIES. 
BY ARTHUR MAYNW RING, * 


W I joy we ſec this circle of the ſarr, 


dy our country's friends, vou love the native ſtiains 


_ You know it 's foreign, and diſdain the found. 
"Who haunt new concerts, faction would create, 


don; but, coming early to an eſtate of about Soo l. a vear, l. 
exchanged the bar for more pleaſurable purſuits, Hen 
from principle a ſtrenuous Nonjuror; but ſoon r-1:nquitl.-c 


by lord Godolphin, was appointed auditor of the impreit. H 


NOT PRINTED IN AIs WORKS, 


Since the late trial of the tiincful pair; 


Of Muſic here, where England's Genius reigns, 
In other walls though harmony be found, 


And are diſſenters in Apollo's ſtate : By 
| | Ther 


+ Spoken by Mr. Wilks at the Muſic Meat ing ia Drury- | 
lane, where the Englich woman fings. Written by Mr. 
Mavawaring on the occaſion of a Concert before Queen Anne, 
and her royal viſitor of Spain, at Windſor, Dec. 1703. X. 
+ Born at Ightheld, in Shrop "hire, 1688. He was edyc:- 
ted at Shrewſbury, and in 170; ſent to Chriſt Church, Octo. 
to ſtody the law, which he Nai on his ſettling in Lon 


thoſe opinions from conviction. In the latter end of Rig 
William's reign, he was made a commiſſioner of the cuſtors, 
through the intereſt of the Duke of Somerſet ; and aſterwates, 


had ; an amour with Mrs, Oldfield, by whom he had a fon oi 
: both 


E U 1/L O U . 3 
They un our ſtages, where he keeps his court, 
And to ſome gloomy meeting-houfſe reſort ; 
While vou with duty own his rightful cauſe, 
Aud gumd this place eftabliſh'd by his laws. 


But now _vour charms-a novler tak purtue, 


Wd Spain a revolution wants from vou; 

ht blooming Hero, you at courts admir'd, 

Jo ums mult triumph, by your praiſes ſir'd: 
Snccels is yours, and . ictory inclines 

Sal to that fide on which your favour ſhines. 

\lars will himſelf conduct our future wars, 

hen every Venus {or this Prince declares 

Wen, free! v ſerving this well-weight'd deſign, 

Our nation's treaſure and its beauty join. | 


wth his names, who married in 1739 Miſs Pyne, a lady of | 


ſortune (whe ſurvived him till 1720), and died a captain in 
'Larrifon's regiment at the ſiege of Carthagena in 1741. The 
captain leſt an only daughter, an accompliſhed young lady, 


who has been dead ſome years. Mr. Maynwaring took an ac- 
ve hart againſt Dr, Sacheverell; publiſhed ſome little tracts on 


that occaſion ; and was the author of ſeveral poctical and politi- 
cal pieces, moſt of which are either inſerted or ſpecitied in his 
„Life and Poſthumous Works,“ publ:thed by Oldm i xon 
o had aſſiſted conſiderably in The Mediey”) in 1216. He 


died Nov. 13, 1712. Amengtt other poetical productions ot 


Mr. Maynn aring was a verſion of the firſt book of Homer's 
Ted. „ Pope” favs Dr. Johnſon,” once intended te  rint 
together the four verſions of Dryden, Maynwaring, Pope, 
„and Tickell, that they might be readily compared and fairly 
« eftimated. This deſign ſeems to have been defeated by the 
© refuſal of Torfon, who was the proprietor of the «ther 


* tarce verfions,””-- N. | 
| A @ 2 EY I ct 
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186 M ISCELLANY POEM - _— 
\ ct when this happy ſcheme, by wiſdom wrought, 
I: by his valour to perfection brought; | 
ud his glad ſubjects ſhall their King receive, 
Ciac'd with a crown which only Anne could give; 
Reflecting then what wonders he had ſeen, 
Pe Court, theſe Beauties, and our glorious Queen: * 
That warm idea he ſhall ſtill retain, 
And think, though ſeated on the throne of Spain, | | 
Though with the treafure of both Indies crow n'd, 
e left a brighter empire than he found. 


* Oοοο To CAMII. L A. 
Bn F- THE s AME. 


7 File . trocps with TS than martial rage 

(or Auiria theſe, for Bourbon thoſe, engage) 

1 Cover with blood tht unhappy Latian plains, 

Inſult their ſhepherds, and oppreſs their ſwains: 
Camilla, frighten'd from her native ſcat, 


i  Wirher is Criven to beg a ſafe retreat. 

al 0 | | Oh, m Buy the exil'd nymph a refuge find! 

0 = Such as may cafe: the labours of her mind; 
Jicar hes.) vc fair, in. tuneful notes complain, | 


Piry her anguiſh, and remove : her Pain: 


* * K — 
” EF 


* On. introducing the Italian Opera on the ſtage, Mr. 

| Maynw aring was one of the firſt that eſpouſed it; and, has- 

ga god taſte for muſic, took delight to play ſome of the 
5 Aus on his ſpinnet. Or pxixox. 


Te 


PROLOGUE To CAMILLA. 


To you her vindication doth belong, 

T9 you the mourner has addreſs'd her ſong. 
Let her your hearts with juſt compaſſion move, 
By muſic ſoften'd, and endear'd by love; 

So may your warrior-lords ſucceſsful bake, 


May honour crown the day, and love the night, 


May conqueſt ſtill attend their generous arms, 


T 11 their {words grow as fatal as your charms ! 


1-0 PP 1 A N D 1 0 N. 


a 1 * * s "AM E 


INCE Cob gives the feaſt, 
Ani d Hoppy 's deccas'd, 
Ang the club is at ſervice o hard, 
We think it our duty 
T; ) roatt anew beauty, 
Cid Mademoiteile Oudenard. 


LY 


20 F-P Ys 
All joy to his grace, 
For this ninth of his race, 
She 's as fair as moſt of the former - 
 Byr where is that he 
Durſt to impudent be, | 
To Compare her to Lady Monthermer : 95 


the Rit Cat C CNb, or at their requeſt, N. 
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* This poem, Mr. Olami xon 1 was either written at 


A2 3 + e 


33  'MISCEEEL ANY POEMS: 
os 10 v v. 
Was 't his zcal or his drink, 
Made Hoppy's grave ix 
Flow as if his blood was grown wa armer, 
Though it coſt him ſome pain, 
Fram his polizic brain, 
To ſqueeze out a thyme to Monthermer ? 
He at lat has thought fit 
To ſhow that in wit | 
He 's no more than in judgement 2 novice ; 12 
And there 's hopes that 1 11 time 8 
Memorials in rhyme 
Will be ſung by the clerks in his office: 
Some may reckon ſuch atrs | 
Too pert for grey tains, | 
And that years may his! tancy eadamage; 345 
But deſpair not, old man, | 
Let thy gingle chime on, 
For Cato carn d Oreck at the fame age. 
Since, through envy, my friend, 
Thy chief talent none mind. 
On th' unworthy no longer beſtow it; 
At leait for a while, 
Your cares to beguile, 
"Leer the Stateſman ge way to the Poet. 
Great examples allow 
You to clear the ftern brow, 
And ſure you may follow fuch warrants; "ER 
Plays, novels, and verſes, | 


As well as diſcourſes, | 
Wee wit by the Mes of F lorence. nor. 


4 


HOPPY AND TOPPY;, : 


9 
un x. - 
Such good friends as we 
Shoutd better agree; 
But fince you are pleas'd to begin, Sir,” 
My old foolith Muſe | 
Shall never refuſe 
Io engage with the wiſe man of M ade 
Though your worthip 's antique, 
And vers'd in old Greek, 


With the moderns vou never could pats, 
Ful the Chancellor' wine . 
Did your fancy refine, 

And taiight you records through a gloſs. 

T D PN. 
You miſtake the thing quite, 
was ſuoner poine | 8 

And have had from your maſter 2 2 ſum: none, 

Fe tee books, and cat hard, 

When vou were no Bard, 

But au indigent Lawyer in Commons. 


Then fowſe me no more, | 
Thou voung Wit at threeſcore ; 
Men Tine ſhall thy portry blaſt, 
Gicat De—moſthenes 
In my Englith ſhall pleaſe, 
"And ny notes ON Wer: vdotus laſt. 


* Thele. traits may probably lead to an explanation of - 
\ > A a ? * : 
the characters! n the dialogue. | N * 


A a 4 - TRANS- 


%% MISCELLANY POEMS. 


TRANSLATION, FROM LA FONTAINE. 
B I MR. MAYNWARING, 
N Intendant! What is he? 
Here his true deſcription ſee : 
He 's an animal, that ſeems 
Plexs'd to fiſh in troubled ftreams : 
Let the publick fink or ſwim, 
is the ſelf-ſame thing to him. 
Lt you ſay, the ſtate and crown 
In his hands are tumbling down : 
Come, have patience, Sir, he cries, 
Funds ſhall fill, and ſtocks ſhall rite.” 
It you ak him how, or u 1 
Strait you have, in one reply, 
All the reaſon he can tell, | 
2 BY Pho! 1 warrant things go well.“ 


TO LORD VISCOUNT VILLIERS*. 
BY MR. WILLIAM WORT $+. 


A MIDST: the joy that flows from every tongue, 
+ Accept, my Lord, the Mufe's humble long: 
Now you all arts and ſciences def end; 
ue ſons of Phe 1 will your train attend, 
Who on the {miles of greatneſs mult depend; 
Fl el fon of the carl of Jerſey V.3 on taking the degree of 
M. A. at Cambridge. W. | 
+ Tuis gentleman was of Catherine Hall, 'Carabridye- 
His verſes to Mr. Hughes are in the En-lith Poets, vd XXII. 
F. 3. — Mr. Worts alto joined in the % Luctus Betanniess“ 


en the De ath oi the matchleſs Dryden. N. | 5 ü 
7 t 


TO LORD VILLIERS. 365 


It is the portion of their glorious fate, 

To praiſe the good, and eterniſe the great: 
Their fame muſt die without the poet's aid: 
And poets cannot live without their bread-. 
Your noble birth and virtues both can give, 
To make the poet and the poem live. 
Happy that pen whoſe darling wit can trace 
The manly vigour of your lovely face, 
Adorn'd with every charm, and every grace; 
That can diſtinguiſh both the great and good, 
From the coarſe figure of the vulgar crowd: 
$0 look'd the feign'd Iulus, fo he charm'd, 
When every feature was by Cupid form'd ; 
And all the God Eliza's deem v warm d. 
But O! 
What pen can write the ane of your mind, 
Which Heaven with all its niceſt care refin'd; 

'Tis from thote wonders in your dawning bloom, 

We all expect the glorious man to come: 
Phe ſprightly youth, and early wit, will end. 
Tn the wiſe patriot, his country's friend, 
In the ſucceeding William's © reign you ell ſtand, 
The Jerſey and Macenas of our land. 
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TO MR. POPE, ON HIS HOMER. 
FROM A COLLECTION CALLED THE GROV E. 
much, dear. Pope, thy Engliſh Iliad charms, 
Whole pity melts us, or whoſe paſſion warms, 


That after-ages ſhall with wonder ſeek. 
W ho *twas tranſlated Homer into Greck. 


* Meaning, no doubt, the duke of Glouceſter, D. 


T 0 
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To M R. POPE, 


ON N HIS TRANSLATION - OF HOMER. 
＋ 0 . R 0 E. 
- Duisb 6 af the tunetul Nine; 


| Around whoſe head unrival' d glories thine, 
Your Heavenly ftrams in every boſom rait. | 
Ambitious ardours,. to advance vour prailc.. 
 Ev'n 1, unſkill'd to touch the vocal lyre, 
To numbers riſe, enliven'd by vour fire, 
Above myſelf I mount with venturous wing, 
Of You and Homer attempt to fine : 
Attempt, though far bencath tuch worth I war, 
At diſtance keep, and only not adore : 


Too long this Leader in th' AGnian ſight 1 
To ſuch alone ditclos'd his ſacred ii RE j 
_ Whoſe eyes Minerva had endow'd with ſiigl. t. 


In native habit veil'd, obſery'd by few, 
The deathleſs name was all the vulgar knew : 
His works impregnable as Ilium frood, 
| With ten years labour ſcarce to be ſubdued; 
zy thy Tranſlation now familiar grown 
Triumphant Albion views him all bs own ; 
All her bold fons now ſcale the Trojan wall, 
And each fair daughter pities Hector's tall. 
Hence be for ever in oblivion loſt 
That long debate, on what diftinguilh'd coaſt 
Phaoatbus tirit ſaw his qurling Homer nile, 
Since we faſute him © born in Britain's Iſle.” 
5 | | DI lere 


F Þ795Þ 8 268 
Here his beſt life begins, and in our clime, 
More:than in Greece, dches the rage of Time. 

Thrice happy art! could thus reſine the ore, 
And with new luftre all the weight reſtore ! 
His genuine beauties ſtill adorn your lines, 
Still the great ſoul inimitably ſhines. 
Like his own Hero, the celeſtial Bard 
| Almoſt immortal through the whole appear d: 
Yet, in ſome tender, ſome unguarded part, 
Could feel the force af an envenom'd dart; 
Had Thetis hers, as vou vour care employ, 
Ihe Stygian wave had cover'd all the god- like Boy.. 


TO M R. PO 7 E, 
ON 1118 TR ANSL ATION OF HOMER, 
FROM LIN Tor: s MISCELLAN ES. 


| W HEN firſt thy N th in tuneſul rural rs ans, 
Sung W indfor”s foreſts, and her flow erV Pains, 
A tyrants fall, Britannia's happy ftate, 
Gr anville' high worth, and bright Lodona's fate; 
Smit with thy lays, we join'd the ſvlvan throng, 
And heard with rapture tay enchanting ſong. 
Ihe 1aviſh'd fancy, through the painted meads, 
Travels well-pleas'd, where'er thy mulic leads, 
Here the rich ſoil a plenteous harveſt yields, 
There bleating flocks impreſs the verdant fields; 
Wide ſpreading caks advancs their heads on high, | 
5 And Thames, in lence, rolls mazeſtic by. 
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354 MISCELLANY POEMS. 
Bur, left we praife or cenſure without art, 
Thy own beſt rules thou kindly didſt impart; 
By that Eſſay we try thy unmix'd lines; : 
No droſs appears, but the pure ſterling ſhines, 
When, to unbend, ſome lighter theme you chuſe, : 
Invoking to your aid the ſportive Muſe; 
* attentive goddeſs, to your eyes confeſs'd, 
Stands in gay thoughts and ſprightly fancy dreſs'd, 
With mimic grief Belinda's loſs declares, | 
While every heart Belinda's Lock enſnares, 
Next we behold with wonder and ſurprize, 
High on a rock, Fame's glorious Temple riſe; ; 
There may we view, in ſhining order plac'd, 
| The mighty dead who former ages grac 1 
Homer, with holy fillets bound, we fee, _ 
And ſure not far a ſeat reſerv'd for Thee. 
Thus pleas'd and taught, we read you. with detight; it; 
But ſtill you meditate a loftier flight: 
Now, ſoaring high, you ſtretch upon the wing, 
In daring ſtrains the Prince of verſe to ſing. 
"The vaſt deſign, alike by all admir'd, 
With hopes of prey voracious criticks fir'd ; 
The bufy Witling the attempt explodes, 
Banters the Muſe, and ridicules the Gods; 
Envy the grateful tale rejoicing heard; 
And, with a kind concern, Good-nature fear'd. 
Pai don our fears; for, though we knew thee ſtrong,” | 
1 tis ſtood confets'd tht inimitable ſong. 
What none attempted, or attempting ſwerv'd,. 
By Fate's decree was for thy pen reſerv'd; : 
. 9 0 You, 


1 -/ __ D-P-K -- 3653 
| You, only you! the fierce Mæonian ſfteed ; 
Mount with ſucceſs, and laſh him to his ſpeed 
Firm in your ſeat, direct his noble force, | 

And, with unerring judgement, mark the courſe. 
| Homer's great ſoul in every line we ſee; 
For, if he ſometimes nods, he 's rous'd by thee, 

With joy proceed! aſſur'd thy laſting name 

8 Shall ſhine for ever in the liſts of fame. 
Thee we confeſs the glory of our iſles, 

And on thy work bright Carolina ſmiles. 
But, when one moment thou doft lightl, v ſpend, 
Indulgent to theſe humble ftrains attend 

The thanks and wiſhes of a grateful OI 


ro MR. POPE, ON HIS ESSAY ON MAN. 


BY p. 7 


FROM WHALEY'S SECOND COLLECTION, 


AlL, moral Bard! to whoſe inſtructive lay 
Ev'n Greece muſt yield, and Rome her homage pay; 
Such are thy numbers, that, with wondrous art, : 
They ſooth at once the ear, and mend the heart. 
Amas'd we view thy ſtrong poetic flight, 
Where wit and judgement, ſenſe and ſound, unite. | 
Thy words ſo juſtly do thy thoughts expreſs, 5 
That Reaſon lovely ſeems in Fancy's dreſs. 
_ Let vulgar Bards indulge the trivial ſong, 
To thec {ublume and ſerious truths belong ; 


Maſter 


% MISCELLANY POEMS. 


Maſter of manners and of verſe, you ſhow _ 
What to ourſelves, our friend, our God, we owe. 
| Whate'er great Plato or Chryſippus thought, 
Here doubly charms in pleaſing numbers taught; 
; Though g grave the theme, the beauties of thy page 
The gay, the voung, inſenſibly engage: 
Ev'n Vurtue's ſtricteſt precepts vield delight, 
And win thoſe lovers, they were wont to fright. 
No more mall Science now be crampꝑt to rules, 
Nut, free and uncontin'd, forſake the Schools; 
Jou, her High Prieſt, expoſe to vulgar Cyc 
Her ſolemn rites and darkeſt myſtery. 

Oh! let thy Muſe attempt a nobler theme, 
And join the Chriſtian to the moral ſcheme. 
Let her deſcribe Redemption's myRtic plan, 

And God's unbounded clemency to man, 
Then tha!l thy verſe o'er Infideis prevail, 
5 And dee Vice, where graver docirines fall. 


ON DR. YOUNG'S TRAN 81. ATION 
OF Y ART O F JOB. 
BY D R. COBDENT, 


"HE Poem, which, originally great, 
Had long ſuſtain'd poor Job's unhappy . 
Fall'n from its grandeur, clad in mean array, 
And in the duſt of proſe inglorious lay; 
Like him now ſhines, with former greatneſs bleſt, 
And in its native mazeſty confelt>' d. 


i Edward Cobden, D. D. char lain in ordinary te Kipg 
George the Second, was carly in life chaplain to Bp. Gibſon, 


IN A PARIS 11 REGISTER. 
8 oy” T "XY SAW E. 


Pins end cur infant ac declar 

: And that when we refign to fate 

A doubt not yet refotr 'd it bcars, 
hence lite or death receiv es its date. 


But if what moments aw betwe een. 
We ſhall preferve with happy care, 

Like the few leaves which intervene, 
Not vacant, but as white and fair; 


Secure the book we may inſpe&t _ 
From riſing bluſh or falling tear, 

On this end with delight reflect, 
On that without miſgiving fear. 


DR. 


to whoſe patronage he was indebted fs the 16 preſer= | 
ments; Viz. the united rectories of St. Auſtin and St. Faith 
in London, with that of Acton in Middleſex, a .prebend of 
St. Paul's, another at Lincoln, and the archdeaconry of Lon- 
dan, in which laſt he ſucceeded Dr. Tyrwhit in July 1742. 
” publiſhed a famous Sermon, preached: before the King at 

t. James's, Dec. 11, 1748, intituled, A Perſuaſive to 
N In an advertiſement, the Poctor obſerves, © that, it 
having given occaſion to ſome unjuſt cenſures, he thought it 
;roper to publiſh it, hoping that nothing in the ſentiment. 
"N enpreſſion will be ſound unworthy of the ſacred function of 
a preacher of the Goſpel, or of the ſerious attention of a 
Cuxiſlian atembly,” The Jail time he preached before the 


NOR | 
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DR. COBDEN TO MR. PITT 
ON HIS HAVING A BAY LEAF SENT HIM. 
© FROM VIRGIL'S TOMB, 
DORGTVE me, Sir, if I approve 
Ie judgement of your friend, 
| Who choſe this token of his love 
Prom Virgil's tomb to ſend. 


Lou, who the Mantuan poet dreſs 
In pureſt Engliſh lavs, 
Who all his foul and flame expreſs, 
__ May juſtly claim his bays. 


Thoſe bays, which, water'd by your hand, 
From Vida's ſpring ſhall riſe, 

And, with freſh verdure crow nd, withſtand 
The lightning of the Kies. 


Let hence vour emulation fir'd 
His matchleſs ſtrains purſue, 
As, from Achilles' romb inſpir'd, 
The youn a rival grew. | 


Ring was pee. 8, 1751. He reſigned his warrant for chaplain 
Nov. 23, 1752; after having delivered into his Majeſty's 
hands his reaſons in writing for ſo doing. In 17<5 he publiſhed 
a pamphlet, intitoled, “ An Eſſay tending to promote Relt- 
gion,” 8vo. in the title-page of which he ſtyles himfelf © late- 
| Jy Chaplain above twenty-two years to his Majeſty ;” and in 
1786 « A Poem ſacred to the memory of Queen Anne, tor 
her Boonty to the Clergy,” gto. His whole” works were col 
lected by himſelf, in 1757, in two volumes, 450. He died 


April 225 1” 45 aged more than 8d. „N. \ 
þ the: © 
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TO THE COUNTESS OF BRISTOL®, 
BY MRS. DE LA RIVIERE MANLEY. 


Los had my mind, enkapwicg how 1 to cer, 3 

In humble ꝓroſe been train'd, nor aim'd at more; 
Near the fam'd Siſters, never durſt aſpire 
To ſound a verſe, or touch the tuneful lyre 3 


Elizabeth, ſole davehter and heir of Sir Thomas Fel- 
ton. She was the ſecond lady of John the firſt carl of Briſtol. N. 
Daughter of Sir Roger Manley, author of the firſt volume 
„0 « The Turkiſh Spy. She received an education ſuĩtable to her 
birth; and gave early diſcoveries of a genius ſuperior to 
what is wſeally found among her ſex. In her infancy the | 
loſt her mother; and early in life was Theated into marriage 
with a near relation, of her own name, who had at the ame 
time a former wife living, Deſerted by her huſband, the wore 
away three wretched years in ſolitude till ſhe by accident be- 
came patroniſed by the dutcheſs of Cleveland, a miftreſs of 
Charles IT; but the dutcheſs, being of a fickle temper, grew 
tired of Mrs. Manley in fix months, and diſcharged her, on 
protence that ſhe intrigued with her ſon. Retiring again in- 
to ſolitude, ſhe wrote her firſt tragedy, © The Royal Mif- 
„ chief.” This play being acted at the Theatre Royal in 
1696, with great ſucceſs, ſhe received ſuch unbounded incenfe 
from the witty and the gay as in the end proved fatal to her 
virtue. In the ſame year, ſhe alſo produced a comedy intie 
tuled, © The Loſt Lover, or Jealous Huſband,” which was 
berformed without any ſucceſs, Her third Dramatic piece 
SEE. EE B b Fe wes 


379 MISCELLANY POEMS. 
Till Briſtol's charms diſſolv'd the native cold, 
Bade me ſuryey her eves, and thence be bold. 


Thee, lovely Briſtol! thee with pride I chuſe, 
The firſt, and * . of my Muſe, 


That 


was 0 Almyna, or The Arabian You a "ls 17507. „ 
In her retired hours, ſhe wrote her four volumes of the Me- 
moirs of the New Atalantis,“ in which ſhe was not only 
very free with her own ſex, in her wanton deſcription of love- 
adventures, but alſo with the characters of many high and 


_ - diſtinguithed perſonages. Her father had always been attach- 


cd to the cauſe of Charles I. and the herſelf had a confirmed 
averſion to the Whig miniſtry; ſo that the repreſentations of 
many characters in her Atalantis are nothing but ſatires 
upon thoſe who had brought about the Revolution, Upon 
this, a warrant was granted from the ſecretary of ſtate's othce, 
to ſeize the printer and publiſher of thoſe volumes. Mrs. 
| Manley had too much generoſity to let innocent perſons ſuſ- 
fer on her account; and therefore voluntarily acknowledged 
| herſelf the author of the work in queſtion, When the was 
examined before lord Sunderland, who was then ſecretary, 
he was cur.ous to know, from whom ſhe got information of 
ſome particulars, which he imagined to be above her. own 
intelligence. She replied, with great humility, that ſhe had 
no An in writing, farther than her own amuſcment an! 
diverſion in the country, without intending part'cular reflec- 
tions and characters, and did aſſure him, that nobody was 
concerned with her. When this was not believed, and the 
contrary urged againſt her by ſeveral circumſtances, ſhe ſaid 
then it muſt be by inſpiration, becauſe knowing her ow! 
«* j3nocence ſhe could account {or it no other way,” The 
| 5 . ſecre- 


'TO THE COUNTESS OF BRISTOL. 371 
That durſt tranſport me, like the Bird of Jove, 
To face th immortal Source of Light above! 
Such are thy kindred-beams—— 
So bleflings with a bounteous hand they giv e, 
50 xd create, and make creation live. 


When 


ſecrotary replied, that © inſpiration nſed to be upon a good + 


« account; but that her writings were ſtark-naught.” She 


acknowledyed © that his lordſhip's obſervation might be true: 
« hot, as there were evil angels as well as good, what {he 
„had written might ſtill ide by inſpiration.” The conſe- 
auence of this examination was, that Mrs. Manley was cloic 
ſuut up in a meſſenger's houſe, without being allowed pen, 
mk, and paper. However, her council ſued out her Habeas. 
Corpus, and the wa: admitted to bail. Whether thoſe in 
power were aſhamed to bring a woman to trial for writing 4 
few amorous trifles, or whether the laws could not reach 
ler, ſhe was diſcharged, after ſeveral times expoſing herſeli 
in perſon to croſs the court before the bench of judges, with 
ter three attendants, the printer and two publiſhers. Nor 
long aftery a total change of the miniſtry enſued ; ſhe then 
came into great favour with their ſucceſſors, and was employed 
;n defending the Four laſt Years of the Queer. The pam- | 
; lets which fke wrote at this period are numerous, and lome 
1 ſuch as would not diſgrace the belt pen that ever 
wrote in the defence of government. After Dean Swift re- 
'aquiſhed «The Examiner,“ ſhe continued it with great {pir.t 
or conſiderable time, and frequently finithed pieces veged 
vs that excellent writer, who allo often uſed to furnith her 
wth hints for thoſe of her own compoſition. At this time, 
icon afterward:, he ecame connected with Alderman Bar- 
| . . B b 2 Ns bet, 
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When charming Felton, of a beauteous race, 
. Adden d in blooming youth with every grace, 
_ Firſt faw the lovely Suffolk Swain“ her prize, 
| The nobleſt conqueſt of the brighteſt eyes! 
How many wretched Nvmphs that union made! 
What cold deſpair the warmeſt hearts invade! 
| What crowds of lovers, hopeleſs and undone, | 
Deplore thoſe charms which brought their ruin en! 
. Rich in themſelves — all excellence they find, 
Wit! Beauty! Wiſdom! and a conſtant mind! 
No vain defire of change diſturbs their joy ; 
Such ſweets, like bliſs divine, can never clov-: 
Fill*d with that fpirit which great ſouls inflame, 
Their wondrous 5 oflzprivg ſtart to early fame: 2 


| hive, wks was then ase Tory printer, * with bien 
ſhe refided until the time of her death, which happened on 
rde 12th of July 1724, at his houſe on Lambeth Hill. She 
Las buricd in the middle aifle of the church of St. Bennet, 
Paul's Wharf, where a marble grave ſtone was erected to 
her memory. A ſecond edition of a volume of her Letters 
was publithed in 1713.“ Lucius,” a well-received tragedy, 
ritten by her, and acted in 1717, was dedicated to Sit Ri- 
«hard Steele, whom {he had abuſed in her © Atalantis;“ 
but who was then on ſuch friendly terms with her, that he 
rote the prologue to this play, as Mr. Prior did the epilogue. 
Mr. Stecle's prologue is printed in this collection vol. IV. p. 19. 
dome account of her life has been publiſhed by . under 
the title of © Memoirs of Rivelle.”- N.. 

» His lordſhip had not the earldom when this poem was 
written, He was then Baron Hervey of Ickworth, in Sut- 
F ; „„ 1 
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in their young minds immortal ſparkles riſe! 

And all their Mother flaſhes from their eyes! 

From thence ſuch ſcenes of Beauty charm the fight, 

We know not where to fix the ſtrong delight! 

 Hervey's * ſoft features next, Eliza + bright! 
Anna , juſt dawning, like Aurora's light! 

With all the ſmiling train of Cupids round, 

Fond little Loves, with flowing Graces crown'd. 
As ſome fair flowers, who all their bloom diſcloſe, 
The Spaniſh-Jaſmine, or the Britiſh Roſe, 

Arriv'd at full perfection, charm the ſenſe, 

Whilſt the young bloſſoms gradual ſweets diſpenſe; 

The eldeſi-born, with almoſt equal pride; | 
The next appears in fainter colours dy/d: 

New opening buds, as leſs in debt to Time, 

Wait to perform the promiſe of their prime!“ 

All bleſt deſcendants of the beauteous tree, 

What now their Parent is, Themſelves ſhall be. 


Where wit and judgement, bre aud taſte refin'd, 
To match his face, with equal art are join'd: 
Oh, beſt beloy'd of Jove! to thee alone, 

What would enrich the whole, he-gives to one! 


Oh, could J paint the younger Hervey's mind, } DR 


8 John lard Herver, born OR. 15, 1696. He was called 
ap to the houſe of peers as lord Hervey in the. life Aim. of 


his father, who ſurvived him. N. 
+ Afterwards married to Baily lord Maoſell, She Led. 
Dee 31 1727. N. | : 
+ Lady An ne died unmarried. N, 


Bb; In 
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Inu Tijian's colours whilſt Adonis glows, ol 

See faireſt Briſtol more than Venus ſhows; 
View well the valued piece, how nice each part; 
Yer Nature's hand ſurpaſſes Titian's art! 

Such had his Venus and Adonis been, | 
The Standard-beauty had from thence beer ſeen? 
Whoſe arbitrary laws had fix'd the doom 

To Hervey's s form, and Briſtol's ever bloom? 

As once Kazeia , now Eliza warms; _ 

The Kindred fair bequeath' d her all her charms; 
Such were her darts, ſo piereing and fo ſtrong, 

7 ndow'd by Phabus both, with tuncful fong : 

Bur far from thee, Eliza, be her doom; 

Enmeci'e hence by Death, in all her beautx's bien 

Long may ſt thou live, adorning Briſtol's name, 

Wen tature IIeroes to augment his fame!“ | 

Wen haughty Niobe, with joy and pride, 

Saw ail her ſtuning offspring grace her ſide; 

She view'd their charms, exulting at each line, 

And then oppos'd them to the race divine |! 

Enrag'd Larona urg'd the filver bow: 

Immortal Vengcance laid their beauties low. 

No more a Mother now—too much ſhe mourn 'd, 

By grief incchlant into marble turn d. 


* This 15 not t defined as a parallel of the ſtory, but th? 
painting ſrom a piece of Titian's at Lord Briſtol's. XI. 

+ A hiter of Lord Briftol's, who was a lady of moſt cxtri- 
805 ny 7 beavty, M.—She was afterwards marr ed to Au-. 
1 Porter eſq and died young. N. 
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But lovely Briſtol, with a pious mind, : 
© Owns all her bleſſings are from Heaven aſſign'd. 
Her matchleſs Lord her beautcous numerous race — 
Her virtue, modeſty, and every grace! e 
For theſe, devoutly, to the Gods ſhe bows, 
And offers daily praiſe, and daily vows : 

N Phe bus, well-pleas'd, the bot row; | 
And thus the grateful mother's zeal rewards : 
_* Beauty and Wit, to all of Briſtol's line ! 

© But each i m ſome peculiar grace ſhall ſhine ! ! 


Or to excel in Courts, and pleaſe the F air! 


Or conqueſt gain through all the watery w ar! 
1 w ith harmony divine the car to charm! _ 
co Or fouls with more melodious numbers w arm 1 
By wondrous memory ſhall fome excel 
In awful Senates, and in ſpeaking well! ! 
« "To old Aſtrwa's Scales with cqual BY 
And call back Juſtice to that happy land ! 
«To teach mankind how beſt the. Gods to praiſe } 
To fix their minds in Truth's unerring ways! 
| « Thus all her honours Briſtol's Sons ſhall wear $ 
«© Whilft each his Country's good ſhall make his 
4 chiefeſt care! 5 | 


* P; this lady the earl of Briſtol had twelve ſons and five 
daughters, Py a former countels (Ilabella, daughter to Sir 
Robert Carr) he had one ſon and two daughters. N. 

+ This poetical prediction has been remarkably fulfilled. N. 
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"+. SINCE the Selektion of CIE! VELAND'S 8 

given in this Volume, was printed off, it has been dif- 
covered, that FIVE of the pieces there attributed to 
that Poet were written by R. Fletcher ; ; being extract 


ed from the Second Part of Cleiveland's Works, 1687, | 


$10. where, under the title Apbirioxs, fixty-five 
pages (viz. from p. 200, to p. 265,) are literally co- 
pied from a book intituled © Ex Otio Negotium, or 
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« Poems and Fancies, by R. Fletcher. Lond.. 1656.” 
Sg In the following page the ſeveral Poems are 

icrided to their proper Authors 

Gale inſtances of Poems falſely aſcribed to 
— Ctrt1vELAND may be {cen above, in the Note to 
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